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Reader Comments

1 have been moved in so many ways by your story. You have made me
laugh, and you have made me cry. I am in awe and want you to know
your story has taken me to places inside of me to remember that
nothing lasts and we must cherish things as they are. The light and
the dark, the good and the bad, are intertwined. Looking back at our
adventures and experiences, we see the truths in our life.—].P.

This book is powerful! It is amazing. I loved it! I read the book three
times, and it has been in my thoughts since my first reading. The
author put his heart and soul into this book. His telling of the journey
taken by Pearl and him is brilliant, heart-wrenching, and insightful.
I can’t tell you how much I enjoyed all the characters; I feel like I
know them. I can’t even imagine the amount of work this book
required. Thank you so much for writing it and sharing it.—D.G.

I couldn’t put this book down. What crazy shit the author went
through—he lived the lives of a thousand men!—D.B.

This book is fascinating and moving, an exotic love story however
contorted the love. New Pearl was there all along, the alter-ego lying
in wait to be discovered after the honeymoon. The author truly loved
Pearl and was heartbroken by her ultimate failure to recognize his
true love; how sad for her indeed! I hope this book goes viral.—P.\W.

The author has done a masterful job of documenting Pearl’s journey.
Schizophrenia is very complicated and not easily understood. The
book would be very helpful to anyone with a schizophrenic family
member or friend.—G.G.

This book is fascinating. The author is a good writer and my goodness
but he has had an eventful life. We have all had our sagas of love lost,
and it is unfortunate that each generation has to learn the lessons
again with all the heartache.—1.V.

The book pulled me in right away. The author knows how to capture
detail and make the story interesting; readers would like to be there
with them. It is touching how the author never stopped loving Pearl
despite everything that happened. He tried to make things work
instead of rushing towards divorce like she did.—D.L.



Press Reviews

The bond that grows between strangers living in two worlds is
compellingly ~ described,  bringing revelations about  prejudice,
acceptance, handicaps, and equality. Deafness and schizophrenia are
seen through intense love and personal growth that brings a “you are
here” feel in a way few memoirs achieve. The role of friends and
Sfamily is examined as King stands by her while her mental health
collapses. Anyone interested in mental illness or in the interactions
between deaf and hearing lovers will find the book infused with a
passion that makes it a riveting adventure through life and psyche
that proves hard to put down.—Midwest Book Review Bookwatch
http://donovansliteraryservices.com/june-2021-issue. html#lft

King’s powerful memoir is about the difficulty of dealing with a loved
one’s mental illness and disability, and how falling in love with a deaf
woman changed his life. His love for Pearl is well conveyed in concise,
accessible terms that capture the challenges of falling in love with a
person who sees the world in a different way. The coverage of the
sexual, physical, and psychological abuse that she experienced is
sobering. King’s narration strives to authentically capture his feelings
in the moment. Rating: 4 out of S.—Clarion Reviews Foreword

https://www.forewordreviews.com/reviews/love-for-a-deaf-rebel/

This candid account of the author’s marriage to a deaf person vividly
details their motorcycle adventure to Guatemala and life on Bowen
Island. This poignant love story is well written and becomes a
platform for facts about the life of deaf people, also delving into issues
such as schizophrenia, blindness, and diabetes. Those interested in the
stress that disabilities can place on relationships may wish to read
this. Rating: Recommended.—The US Review of Books
www.theusreview.com/reviews-1/Love-for-a-Deaf-Rebel-by-Derrick-King html

King’s love story and memoir opens when he is approached by Pearl, a
charismatic deaf woman. Their chat, scribbled on napkins, flows
easily, and friendship blossoms. He learns sign language. They move
together to isolated Bowen Island, sharing a life of livestock and ferry
rides, where her behavior becomes increasingly erratic. King tells this
honest and emotional story in crisp, quick prose, with insights and
slight suspense, respecting Pearl’s story right up to its bittersweet
finish.—Publisher’s Weekly Booklife
booklsfe.com/project/lovefor-a-deaf-rebel-schizophrenia-on-bowen-island-55735
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To Pearl






Sometimes with one I love, I fill myself with rage,
for fear I effuse unreturn’d love;
But now I think there is no unreturn’d love—
the pay is certain, one way or another;
(1 loved a certain person ardently,
and my love was not return’d;
Yet out of that, I have written these songs).

Walt Whitman
Sometimes with One I Love, 1860
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1984
Passion

Feb: Radar Under the Clock

I walked into a roar of conversation, bought sushi, and shuffled through
the lunchtime chaos of the Pacific Centre Food Court looking for a seat.
Umbrellas and overcoats dripped water onto the white tile floor.

A black-haired woman sat under the clock, her back to the wall,
scanning the crowd with radar eyes. Her porcelain face, brown eyes, and
high cheekbones gave her face a long-distance presence, yet her elegance
was neutralized by a brown dress and a perm. She wore no makeup or

jewelry. Her radar locked on to me as I looked for a seat.

The seat opposite her became vacant. I elbowed my way through the
crowd and sat down. I was wearing a blue suit with a white shirt and a
silk tie; like most bankers, I only removed my jacket on the hottest of
summer days or when I was wearing a suit with a vest.

I loosened my tie. I ate while she studied me with the barest hint of a
smile. Her drab style contrasted with the gaudy colors and big hair of the
1980s. I smiled at her and looked away. She looked at me while she ate
fish and chips and sucked down the last of a Coke with a gurgle.

“What are you staring at?” I finally said.

She pointed to her mouth and then to her right ear.

“Are you deaf?” I said, at first puzzled and then surprised.

She nodded.

I took the gold Cross pen from my suit pocket, picked up a napkin,
and wrote, “Spicy horseradish.”

I turned my napkin to face her. She read it and smiled at me as if she
expected me to write more.

“I wondered why you looked at we. | never met a deaf person
before.”

“I watch lips. If you speak and | ignore you will think | am rude. |
don’t want hearing to think that deafies like me are rude.”
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“Can you lipread?” I said.

The woman shook her head.

“Most people never look at each other. They only look at the floor.
That’s why [ spoke to you.”

She smiled and wrote, “We are 200,000 deafies in Canada. Our
language is ASL—American Sign Language.”

“I'm getting an ice cream. Do you want one?”

The black-haired woman scribbled on the tattered napkin and
pushed it across the table like a croupier.

“Almond.” She smacked her lips, grinned, and put the napkin in her
purse.

I bought two ice cream cones at Baskin-Robbins and stuffed a
handful of napkins into my pocket. The music of Madonna played in
the background. We sat on a bench in the mall and continued to write.
noticed her fingernails were badly chewed.

“Congenitally deaf?”

The woman shrugged.

“Bomn deaf?”

“Mother had measles at 4 months pregnant. Lucky not 2 months
or | am blind and deaf.”

I smiled. “That’s life.”

“That’s me. | accept my deafness. My children will be hearing.” She
looked at her watch. “I go back to work. Nice to meet you.”

The woman stuffed the napkin into her purse and disappeared into
the crowd as I watched her walk away.

My secretary dropped a dossier on my desk as I looked out my office
window at Vancouver harbor and the coastal mountains. I worked in an
offshore branch of a foreign bank that specialized in project finance,
trade finance, and private banking for foreign nationals.

“Derrick, wake up! This just arrived from counsel. Rokus finished
subdividing our collateral on Bowen Island. He'll sell half the property
and pay us out.”

“You caught me daydreaming.”

“What about? Trudeau’s resignation? You met your dream girl?”

“After Eugénie, I don’t dream about girls. I shared a lunch table with
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a deaf woman today. We talked with a pen by writing on a napkin.”
“How dreadful! Imagine not being able to hear anything!”
“Well, she looked normal and contented to me ... no visible defects.”
“Did you get her number?”
“Sure—so I can call her on the telephone.”
She blushed. “Oh, my God, I can’t imagine! The bell ringing next to

her, and the poor thing can’t even hear it!”

I went back to the food court just before noon. The silent woman was
sitting at the same table under the clock. She looked up from a plastic
plate of Chinese food and waved at me. I bought food and squeezed
through the crowd to her table. She smiled. I sat down. She looked at me
expectantly; before the age of smartphones, people didn’t stare at
electronic screens throughout their lunch break. She seemed to be about
my age, almost 30, yet her face hadn’t a wrinkle.

I reached into my suit and pulled out a few neatly folded sheets of
office paper and my pen.

“I remember you.”

She put down her chopsticks and wrote, “Ha-ha.”

“How are you today?”

“Well | feel bothered about my real estate. | must see the lawyer
after work. | have a condo in New Westminster | bought 2 years ago. |
don’t want to live there now so | rented. The bylaws said that | can
rent it by applying the form D.’ | did! Shit! The strata order me to
pay fines. They don’t allow renters. Mother suggest me to move back
there until my condo sells. Now | am stuck to pay wortgage and
apartment rent.”

I was happy that she didn’t like small talk. I didn’t like it either.

“You must have a good job to afford two places.”

“I work at the post office. | sort mails. Managers and union fight.
Something not nice to work there. Good pay but | have Medical Lab
Technician two year diploma at St. Paul Technical Vocational
Institute. They have interpreters there.”

“Then why do you work in the post office now?”

“After my divorce | come back to Canada to Vancouver because
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many deafies in Vancouver. | can get a good job. But no hospital
would hire me. All refused me because | am deaf. | got a temporary
job at the post office.” She turned the paper to face me so I could read it
and then took it back and continued writing. “Six years ago.
Temporary. Ha!” But | am lucky to have education and job not to be
unemployed. Most Deafies are umemp!oyed—so%.* 1/3 quits high
school. | think people who discriminate should go to jail.”

“I studied too. Electronics engineer, but | work for a Dutch bank.
Boring but better than a post office job! | study at night school for
fun, Spanish now. | will start an MBA in September. | want to work
in another country. | taught at night school, so a teacher and a
student at the same time. My name is Derrick King.”

“Pearl” Pear] pointed at herself, looked up to check the time, and
mimed punching a time-clock. “I must go. 15 minute walk back and
PO is strict. Maybe the union will strike this week. Then | will not see
you. Bye!”

I usually ate at the same time and place when I didn’t have
appointments. Whenever I went to the food court, just before noon to
beat the rush, Pearl was sitting under the clock, and we started writing.

“I met my husband at TVI in St. Paul but he is from North
Dakota.”

“How long were you married?”

“Only 9 months. Then | found him in a gay bar in Fargo after a
girlfriend warms me to look in there. Yuck!” She stuck out her tongue,
hung her wrist limply, and shuddered. “I lost my mobile trailer down
payment from mother—my wedding gift. All my furnitures. That was
7 years ago.”

It was odd that a man would turn out to be gay nine months after he
married, but I believed Pearl. Not everyone in a gay bar is gay; neither is
everyone in a straight bar straight. I didn’t tell Pearl I had gay colleagues

¥
Pearl’s statistic was roughly correct. Even with modern deaf aids, the unemployment
rate for deaf people remains two to three times higher than the rate for hearing people.
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and friends, and sometimes we drank in a gay bar near my office.

“My wife and | were marvied in ND too! A strange coincidence for
two Canadians.”

“I wonder how long were you marvied?”

“7 years. That is the average Canadian marviage.”

“Who left who? And why that person left?”

“She left. She said she didn't want to be married anymore. She
said she was a feminist so she needed to be single.”

“Something more?”

“As soon as she could support herself she told me she didn't need a
husband anymore.”

“Respect is very important. Did you want her to stay?”

“Yes. We grew up together.”

“Is family important to you?”

“Woman—yes. A family doesn’t matter.”

“I want a family with Mr. Right. Children are first then the
husband. is second. lmportant!”

“I'm Mr. Write! Kids need a house, not an apartment. Nowadays
that means two incomes.”

“Two incomes until children are small. Then wife should be home
to be mother if husband will afford. Depends on location.”

“Yes. Where do you live?”

“Kitsilano near the beach.”

“Me too, on 2nd Ave.2125.”

Pearl hesitated and grinned. “2168.”

“That is the other side of the street!” We stared at each other.
“Another strange coincidence.”

A man with a gray comb-over was sitting at the table next to us. He
wore several sweaters. He leaned over to Pearl with a big smile, as if we
were his grandchildren, and said, “And what kind of game are we
playing?”

Pearl shrugged blankly at him and turned to me for an explanation.

“She’s deaf, so we are writing to each other.”

He pulled back as though I'd said we had leprosy. “I'm so sorry!”

“Why? It’s no problem. This way we never forget what’s been said.”
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“Ill not slow you down.” The man stood and walked away.

“What did he say?”

“He asked if we were playing a game. | told him you are deaf. Then
he said he was sorry.”

Pearl’s face became flushed with anger. “I HATE when hearies make
pity. If they don’t know signs that's THEIR problem, not mine! If
Hearies understand deafies then we are equal!” Her pen plowed into
the paper. “Hearies” was a new word to me, and I was one of “them.”
Pearl slurped her Coke. “Will I see you on Monday?”

“It depends on work. | like our conversations. They are like a soap
opera, one episode at a time.”

Pearl grinned. “You carry a paper in your pocket now.”

I laughed. “Of course. It is for starting fires.”

I jogged downhill in my tracksuit to Granville Island Public Market past
sailboats and luxury cars. As I approached the market, I spotted Pearl
walking with a woman. They walked past the vendors, signing. They
carried their groceries in shoulder bags and backpacks to leave their
hands free to sign. Some people glanced at them, and a boy pointed
them out to his mother.

Pearl looked over her shoulder if she had eyes in the back of her head.
She waved at me. I waved back, wiped the sweat off my brow, and
walked through the crowd.

“Hello, Derrick,” said Pearl’s friend in a hollow, wooden voice.

“Do you know me?” I said, still panting.

She grinned. “Pearl tells me everything,”

Pearl tapped her arm. “Tell him you’re hard-of-hearing and can
interpret,” Pearl signed, as the woman interpreted for me. I was
astonished at the fluidity and transparency of her interpretation; it was
as if Pearl had spoken to me herself.

“So fast! T've never heard Pearl speak before. Only on paper.”

“When people hear my accent, they don’t realize I'm hard-of-
hearing. They think 'm Swedish,” she signed and said. She pulled her
long hair back to reveal a finger-sized hearing aid behind each ear. “I'm

Jodi.”
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“Don’t interpret everything,” Pearl signed, while Jodi interpreted.
Pearl grimaced when she realized I had heard her remark.

“I must be careful about what I say,” I said.

“Derrick is curious—his eyes sparkle,” signed Pearl. “Will you eat
with us?”

“No. I can’t jog home with a full stomach.”

“Then rest with us. You can run faster on your way home. Ha! Today
we cat Vietnamese food.”

We sat down at the Muffin Granny. Pearl put her bag in Jodi’s lap for
safekeeping and went to buy food. She returned with shrimp rolls and
soda. She inspected the receipt and counted her change.

“Is it hard for hearing people to learn sign language?” I asked Jodi.

“That depends on you. How badly do you want to learn?”

“That depends on Pearl”

Pearl and I became friends slowly and cautiously. We saw each other
for lunch two or three times a week for two months before we
progressed to our first date.

My office telephone rang. Leo, my friend since elementary school, was
on the line. Leo was a cop. I walked to my office door and closed it for
privacy. “Derrick, have I got a deal for you! Can you talk?”

“My door is closed, Leo. Go ahead.”

“Lever Arms brought in a batch of .32 caliber Walther PPK pistols
decommissioned by the German police when they switched to the
NATO standard. Only a hundred bucks. This is the smallest legal gun in
Canada, great for camping—you want one of these.”

“PPK—the Gestapo used them. And Adolf Hitler and James Bond.”

“I've got a Beretta. You buy a Walther. T'll sign you in at the police
range. We can shoot together even though you quit the Police Reserve.”

“It would be fun to shoot again. Let me think about it.”

I didn’t have to think much. While we were in high school, I would
sling Leo’s $30 war-surplus Lee-Enfield .303 carbine and a bandolier of
war-surplus cartridges over my shoulders and ride on the back of his
Honda to a gravel pit, where we would shoot at soda cans. Canadian
department stores sold rifles, shotguns, and ammunition in their
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sporting goods departments in those days; no gun permits were required
except for pistols. That afternoon I walked to Lever Arms-Toys for
Men and bought a Walther PPK pistol and two boxes of cartridges.

Two days later, the paperwork was completed. I put the unloaded
pistol in my pocket and drove to Leo’s house. He greeted me at the door
with a mug of beer. “Tincture of barley malt! Did you buy it?”

“You talked me into it.” I grinned as Leo stared at my jeans. “And you
thought I was happy to see you.” I pulled the gun out of my pocket and
handed it to Leo. He released the magazine and drew back the slide to
confirm it was unloaded. We walked across the green shag broadloom to
an IKEA sofa. Leo’s stereo pumped out rock music.

“The Police—my favorite band,” Leo said, examining the gun. “A
German eagle is stamped on the slide. Load it with hollow-point, but
put one hard-point on top—that could save your life if someone grabs it
and takes the first shot.”

Leo put the gun on the table and walked out of the house. I walked to
the kitchen, took an empty paper towel tube from the pile in the bottom
drawer, and nibbled a hole in the side with my Swiss Army Knife. I
shaped a bowl of aluminum foil around my fingertip and poked it into
the hole. When Leo returned, he poured the green contents of a folded
piece of paper into the bowl and lit the pipe with the lighter he kept by
the fireplace. We sat down on the sofa and smoked the marijuana
without speaking a word. Leo walked to the bathroom, tore up the
paraphernalia, and flushed all the pieces down the toilet. Only then did
Leo open the windows to let the thick smoke drift out of the house.
Only then did we speak. Pot-smoking cops couldn’t be too careful
during the years before Canadian legalization.

Leo said, “I still can’t believe how both of us were cuckolded at the
same time and in the same way. Gloria and Eugénie both started affairs
with married professors old enough to be their fathers. The more we
invested in them, the less we could afford them. Now we have matching
guns, bikes, radios, and ex-wives. Are you still missing yours?”

“I can’t help it. She still feels part of me even though she’s gone, like a
phantom limb. That’s what happens when you start in your teens.”

“Then stop being a hermit. Join the reserves again, and get back in
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uniform. Women love a blue stripe.” Leo emptied his mug and walked
to the kitchen for refills.

“You seem to be having more fun without doe-eyed Gloria than you
had with her. So why are you so bitter she left?”

“Because she brought no money into our marriage, cost me a fortune
in tuition fees, never worked a day, and then when she left she
claimed—and got!—half my savings because it was all invested in this
house. I had to borrow to stay in my own home! Is that fair?”

“Nope. Eugénie and I didn’t have any assets to fight over. I never
asked her to leave, even when she told me who she was sleeping with.”

Leo shook his head. “You were a fool. I told Gloria to go.”

“When I found wet cum on the sheet and said our bed is our
sanctuary, for us only, she didn’t agree. Boom! Gone in two months.”

“What did you expect? He couldn’t risk being seen in a motel, so you
threatened her mentorship and jeopardized her future career. She didn’t
want to find out if he only wanted her if your bed was part of the deal.”

“True. Eugénie told me that the tension of secrecy was ‘erotic,” but
she also said she was disappointed every time he ignored her in the
campus hallway, walking past her as if she didn’t exist.”

“How many other girls was he ignoring at the same time? Derrick,
you are too nice. You could have had him fired in a sex-for-grades
scandal—that’s what I would have done.”

Apr: The First Time | Was Raped

Our first date was on 14 April—for dinner, Pearl’s invitation. With a
bottle of wine, a box of chocolates, and a notepad, I walked across the
street from my apartment, one of the best-kept buildings on the street,
to her apartment, one of the most run-down.

I stopped at the entrance and studied the intercom. Her suite was the
only unit with OCCUPIED instead of a name. I rang the buzzer. A few
seconds later, the electric door opened. I walked down the corridor.
Bam! 1 turned around to see Pearl peering around a steel fire door. She
grinned and waved. I followed her into her one-bedroom flat, and she
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bolted the door behind us. Pearl accepted my gifts with a nod, a smile,
and a sign I didn’t understand. She handed me a corkscrew and two
glasses. I poured the wine, and we raised our glasses in a silent toast.

Pearl’s apartment was simply furnished and tidy. A crochet project
lay on her coffee table. The wooden-cabinet TV played the news silently
while white-on-black text scrolled across the bottom of its screen,
decoded by the Sears TeleCaption decoder sitting on top. I had never
seen captions before, but now I could read the news line by line. I walked
over to her TV and tried to turn its green tint into natural color, but its
picture tube was worn out. I couldn’t stand to watch a television screen
like that. Pearl didn’t have a videotape player, which would have cost a
month’s rent plus the cost of renting VHS tapes, so her only home
entertainment was books and green-tinted TV.

Next to the sofa stood a bookcase with Reader’s Digest, Introduction
to Psychology, two McCall's Cooking School binders, and a Hume
Moneyletter binder. Pearl’s determination impressed me, but the latter
two were sold as subscriptions, so she was wasting her money. The
Hume Moneyletter cost about $300 in 1980s money, $700 in today’s
money. Its “Make $1,000,000!” advertisements were everywhere. But
they also said, “Do you earn $25,0002” Pearl could only have earned half
of that. She didn’t seem to spend money wisely.

On her desk sat a telephone, lamp, keyboard device, and a metal box
with wires leading around the room and up the wall to the doorbell
panel and the bedroom. Charcoal drawings and oil paintings hung on
the walls, original artwork signed by the same artist. We sat at the
kitchen table and smiled at each other.

“How did you know | was here?”

“Deaf Aids. If a doorbell rings the lamps would flash slowly. If the
telephone rings, the lamps would flash fast. Those pictures that my
youngest sister Carol who is artist drew. She works graphic design for

: Microprocessor technology was rapidly improving the lives of the deaf in the 1980s.
Closed captioning and sale of the Sears $300 decoder began in 1980, and in 1993

closed-caption decoders were required in all new television sets.
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her business for companies that order.”

Silent News and the Dictionary of American Idioms for the Deaflay on
the kitchen table. I picked up the dictionary and browsed through it.

“Do you know many idioms?” wrote Pearl.

“I know all of these.”

Pearl seemed astonished. “Idioms confuse and cause a problem to
have deep English communication. Now captions teach me. Before
captions | don’t understand TV.”

The telephone rang, and the lamps in the living room and bedroom
began to flash. Pearl sat down at her desk and put the telephone handset
on the keyboard device, a Krown Research Porta-Printer. It bleeped as
green fluorescent text flowed across its one-line screen and text printed
on a strip of paper, like a receipt scrolling from a cash register. Pearl
typed her reply, removed the handset, and hung up the telephone.

I sat on her sofa. “What computer is that?”

“TTY, not computer.”

“What does TTY stand for?”

“Telecom? Device for the Deaf. TDD or TTY. Before 1980 deafies
must ask hearies to phone. Now all have TTY. This is new. $600”

Pearl’s life had been enriched tremendously by captioned television
programming and independent telephone calling via TTY. Both had
only been available for a few years before we met. I tried to imagine
living without understanding television or being able to use a telephone.

“You only talk to people who have another TTY?”

“When you call me you can call the telephone company MRC—
Message Relay Centre. You talk. MRC type to we. | notice the
operator spell names wrong. | think that is due to the other person’s
sounds like at the other end. | have unlisted number. | don't want
hearies to call without a TTY. Some deafies put TTY number in phone
book. Bad! Thieves know owner is deaf and rape if name of woman.”

“I see a hearing aid on your kitchen shelf. You are not deaf.”

“I am deaf. | understand nothing with a hearing aid. Only noise.”
Pearl jammed her little finger in her ear and wiggled it to show me it was
itchy. “I never use hearing aid. School force kids to use. | did not like.”

“You must have had a hearing test.”
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“Many. | tested myself too. | hear birds fly, stars twinkle, and sun
shine. Do you understand?” Pear] smiled. “But | can’t hear any TV
without closed captions.”

I laughed. Pearl fascinated me. She pulled a folder from her neatly
labeled files and handed me an audiology report. It charted a trace of
hearing at almost infrasonic frequencies in her right ear and no hearing
at all in her left. Her ears were useless except to detect amplified noise.

I pointed to the chart. “140 decibels in your good ear. You hear a
Jjet fly like | hear a pin drop.”

Pearl put a battery in her hearing aid, put it in mzy right ear, and
turned it on. Feedback made it howl painfully loudly. I removed it.

“My breathing sounds like a vacuum cleaner!”

“Ha, your problem. Maple syrup spareribs are ready. My favorite.”

We took turns writing and eating.

“I saw signs before on the TV with a little woman in a little
window in the comer. | thought that was closed captions,” I wrote.

“No. You need a special decoder to see CC. When | was a child |
could not understand TV—no CC yet. Deafies don’t like signing boxes
and prefer CC. Easy to read and learn English too.”

“Why do some TV shows have a little window?”

“Maybe cheaper to make? Plus children can understand. We have
to wait for movies to be on video before we can watch captions.”

“When you were small did your family help you with the TV and
telephone?”

“Until sisters got bigger then too selfish and busy. | am oldest. My
family does not sign. In my youth no signs were allowed so today still
no ASL in my family—only ‘home signs.’ Experts told family don’t
learn any signs so | would force to be lipreader. Family only talk to
me.”

“How much did you understand?”

“Few words. Mother always say | fool her and pretend | don't
understand. | don't care what she _ her lips.” Pearl flapped her lips
derisively.

“Was there love in your family?”

“Yes! And lack of understanding. Families with deaf today sign—
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happy. New way is ‘Total Communication.” My children will sign.”

“Your family can learn to sign now.”

“My sisters and brother learn few signs recently, but mother
always vefuse signs. | learned nothing until | went to deaf school.
There | learned to sign!”

“Your family is handicapped, not you.”

“True! | wanted to hurt my mother for not signing. | think she
forgives me now. [ see people laughing and wonder why their laughs.”

As the kettle behind me began to boil, Pearl gestured to let me know
so I could turn it off. I laughed. She looked embarrassed. I realized I had
been rude when I laughed.

“I forgot you hear it boil. Deafies watch pot boil for each other.”

“Hearies say ‘a watched pot never boils’ So deafie tea must
forever” Pearl didn’t understand my joke, so I pointed to the
explanation in Pearl’s idiom dictionary.

“We have sign idioms you can’t understand. If you study ASL you
can learn.” Pearl carried a pile of photo albums to the table and took me
on a tour of her life. Her photos were well organized and labeled. She
looked happy in her photos, especially at college. “Student in college in
USA where | learned to become medical lab tech.”

From her photos, it was clear that attending college in a signing
environment had been a happy time for Pearl, a break from the world
where she couldn’t speak the language on the street. I wondered what
her life would have been like if she hadn’t been handicapped by oral
communication all through school; knowledge would have flooded into
her mind instead of dripping in. I was impressed that her mother had
sent Pearl abroad to study. She had far fewer photos after college.

She pointed at her ex-husband and her at college and grimaced. “No
point.” Pearl pointed at her nose, then at her father’s matching Danny
Kaye nose in a photograph. “When friends looked at my old pictures,
they said that my face does not change. My Father, we were almost
same. Smart man in oil company, killed in the car accident. Mother.
Works in the company kitchen. Warm but not close to me. Sister
Debbie is 29. Her husband is teacher. 'm closest to Sister Carol, artist,
28. Brother Kevin is 22. He is manager assistant for cement
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basement and fire extinguish. You can see in Yellow Pages. He is
handsome and charming. He would beat up any other one who
bothered me if | asked. | have a hard time to say ‘Kevin. K is invisible
on lips.”

Kevin was handsome, but I was surprised Pearl called a pugilist-on-
call “charming.”

“Try to say my name.”

“Derrick,” she said softly and unintelligibly, like Eb-ih.

“I can understand you a little bit. How do | sign ‘King'?”

“Fingerspell or we invent name sign. Most people use first letter of
name and describe something about personality, looks, etc. King is like
this.” She put her right hand on her left shoulder, formed a fingerspelled
K, and curved it down to her right hip like a royal sash.

“Then like this for Derrick?” I made the same sign with a D.

Pearl laughed. “I approve your name sign. Only deafies can give a
hearie a name sign. You are not suppose to change it.”

She pointed at more photos. “Stepfather Art, Stepbrother,
Stepsister.” After an hour of exchanging gestures and notes with me,
Pearl closed her last album, opened a drawer, and pulled out certificates
for bookkeeping, office management, and esz night school seminars. I
recalled reading that esz was controversial, like a cult, but I didn’t know
anything else about it. I was impressed by her pursuit of self-
development. Pear] showed me how she had organized her drawers with
expensive hanging files, each with labeled tabs—but her files were nearly
empty.

“I will show you my goals now.”

Pearl showed me her expensive leather-bound desktop executive
agenda, almost empty.

“You have no appointments.”

“Not yet.” She opened a section of her agenda labeled Things to Do
Before I Die. Her five-year plan listed a dozen goals, including Find My.
Right, Have kids before 35S, Learn scuba, and Learn computers.

I pointed at the word scuba. Pearl led me to her closet and yanked it
open with a flourish. I was surprised to see a dry suit, air tank, regulators,
mask, snorkel, knife, and gauges stuffed into it, thousands of dollars’
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worth of equipment. She walked back to the living room and sat at the
end of the sofa with her knees together.

“Your equipment looks new. How did you learn to scuba dive? Did
your instructor sign?”

“No lessons yet. | bought that scuba from deafie Elizabeth at half
price. Deafies sign underwater—perfect. | will learn with Jeff who
signs fingerspelling. Jeff is my hearing friend that lives nearby. | know
him one year. Jeff is Jodi’s friend 15 years. He has epilsy. He leaves his
marijuana and pipe here because | don’t want him to smoke so
much.”

“Epilepsy.’ Isn’t scuba diving dangerous with epilepsy?”

“Never heard if.”

“You care about Jeff. Was he your boyfriend?”

“A few times. Jodi liked you. Jodi is the wost friendly girl than
others deafies and HH. But her English is worse than mine. Sometimes
| envy her ability to talk to most of hearies. Did you like Jodi?”

“Yes, but | would never go out with her, not as smart as you. Did
you ask Jodi to check me out for you?”

Pearl smiled enigmatically.

“Tell me about the accident. How old were you when your father
died?”

“14. Father was killed in accident with all family except me
because | was in school. If my Dad is alive right now we would be
multimillionaives—he worked as manager of Pacific 66, now Petro
Canada. When grandfather came to get me from deaf school | know
something bad happened. He told we father is dead. | did not believe.
Then later believe and cry and cried. Mother was driving the car.
Father was driving another car with all family except me. The car of
father passed mother. Then cars hit and went from the road.” Pearl
mimed two cars tumbling. “Everyone throw out of the car but only my
father died. He was 35. All others went to hospital with broken and
etc. Debbie was almost killed but lucky. Carol has 2 cm different in her
leg. Brother 8 yrs old fly over the field and big cut. | was only family
to go to a funeral with all other relatives because all other family are
in hospital.”
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“That's the worst story | ever heard! Why did the cars crash?”

“Exactly! Why? Newspaper and police say question my mother for
cause. Also police call grandparents and neighbors and investigate my
wother. They say just accident. | think not accident.”

“You believe your mother wanted to kill your father, so she caused
an accident that almost killed her whole family, too?”

“I will research to find the truth. | love my father even he refused
to leamn signs. He permitted wme to drive a car. | sit in his lap and
tum the steering. Many griefs. Years to trust mother again.”

It sounded like a conspiracy theory, but perhaps there was be more to
the story. Pearl began to cry, and she gulped down her wine.

“I was 17 when | was raped the first time. | was home from school.
My sisters invite me to the big hearing school dance to enjoy to meet
hearies and other friends there. Mom said no, but | demanded to go.
Then she say yes if my sister watch me. My sister and | had good
time, only dance. Clean.” Pearl voiced the word “clean,” perhaps for
emphasis; it sounded like “lec.” “Three men watched wme. | went
outside to parking lot, then they took me away. | screamed loud but
they covered me. They took me in a car to a dirt road. Two men
raped me. One man watched. Then they went away and left me to be
dead. Later a car takes me to hospital.”

Pearl unzipped her jeans and pulled her panties down to her pubic
hair. I was astonished, I saw a vertical surgical scar on otherwise flawless
skin. One end started a finger’s-width above her pubic hair and the
other end, she pointed, went all the way down. She zipped up her jeans.

“Surgery for my womb. They put rubber to hold my womb.
Sometimes | feel a ‘click” The hospital thought | have brain damage
because | am mute. Later an interpreter comes and | tell her about
my rape. Police arrested wmen at party. They think they are safe to
rape and go back to party because | can’t talk to police. Stupid!”

“You need a ‘Medic-Alert’ bracelet or card so doctors know you are
deaf. If you are in an accident you might get the wrong treatment.”

“I refuse to wear bracelet or card. Deafies are equal to hearies.
There was a big trial. The man who watched was witness and
confessed. Two rapists go to jail for three years. They should hang!
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They are out now. That is why | have unlisted phone and etc.”

“You wrote you were raped the first time. How many rapes?”

“The second time | was raped was by a deafie upstairs at a deaf
party. | did not resist. No point to shout at deaf party. | did not call
police to avoid court and threats.”

“You can survive anything. Will you come for dinner next week?”

Pearl nodded with delight. “I will bring dessert.”

I borrowed The Joy of Signing, by Lottie Rickehof, from the library. I
fingerspelled “The quick brown fox jumped over the lazy dog” again and
again. In a year, I would work through the book and learn most of its
1,500 signs. Learning American Sign Language for Pearl was one of the
most satisfying things I ever did.

Pearl and I saw each other for lunch nearly every day. Our second date
was a week after our first, at my place. I prepared a four-course dinner in
advance so my hands would be free for conversation. My doorbell
buzzed, but when I pressed the intercom button, I heard nothing but
street noise, then a mumble. I pushed the door button and rushed to the
lobby. Pearl followed me into my flat. I struggled to fit her coat into my
closet because it was packed with motorcycle clothing and tools.

I pointed to a bottle of tequila on the counter. “Margarita?” I said,
wondering if she could lipread me in context. She didn’t understand me,
so I pointed to a bottle of margarita mix. Pearl licked her lips. While I
mixed the drinks Pearl surveyed the articles in my one-bedroom flat. My
Sansui stereo dial glowed, so she put her hand on the stereo and then on
a speaker. She scanned my books and records on shelves that covered the
wall. She pointed at my book How to Make It on the Land.

I handed her the cocktail and mimed cheers. Pearl tasted the
margarita, smacked her lips, and sat down. I asked her if I could listen to
my stereo while we talked, and she said that was fine because she had
been watching TV while we talked.

“What do you make on the land?” she wrote, referring to my book.

“Make it' means to support yourself from your own business.” I
pointed at an antique radio and turned it on. “It still works.” I showed
my other toys. “I made this radio—& years to make it. | like to make
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useful things. If you have ideas for things to make your life easier or
more fun, let me know! Maybe you can learn Morse code—only on/off
sounds—to talk around the world.”

“Fun! [ like hobbies too. And reading lots of books. | bet you don’t
know how to make any crokets, needlepoints. | really like to do it by
myself. | don't like to do needlepoints that is simple. | gave away
many crokets and needlepoints—few of them | kept and leaned to
my sisters.” Pearl signed something, then fingerspelled, “C-a-n y-o-u f-i-
n-g-e-r-s-p-e-1-12”

“P-e-a-r-,” I fingerspelled. My telephone rang. I ignored it and could
see that Pear]l hadn’t heard it. “You said something on the intercom.
Did you hear me with your hearing aid?”

Pearl pulled back her hair to show me she wore no hearing aid. She
mimed her face pressed against the panel, her fingers resting on it, and
her struggling to feel the vibration of a voice in the loudspeaker.

“Il am sorvy. | have no experience with deafness.”

“Most of hearing men just want to fuck deaf women. They think
deaf women are always opening their legs. That's not true. Many
hearing men were surprised how smart | am. Many times | hurt
them. | believe laws should change to make hearing men to be death
by hanging or electric chair or whatsever. If one more hearing man do
it to me, | would kill him once!” I shuddered to think how Pearl “hurt
men many times,” but I knew that some men exploit vulnerable women.

“If you were my wife and you were raped, | would kill the man.”

Pearl smiled. “I dislike to tell about rapists because | still want to kill
them right now. | want to kill them because | see how many hearing
men do that to deaf women. 80% of deaf women get raped.” Mother

" Pearl’s shocking statistic is similar to recent research: “The National Intimate Partner
and Sexual Violence Survey reported that deaf women are two to four times more likely
than hearing women to experience forced sex.” 69% of deaf women experienced sexual
assault.”—Noélle Opsahl & Lawrence H. Pick, Gallaudet University, Understanding
the Sexual Assault Disclosure experiences Of Deaf Women. Journal of the American
Deafness and Rehabilitation Association (2017, v. 51, n. 3, art. 3) [Abridged].
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was shocked when | was brave—tell her that what | wanted to do,
etc. Mother worvy about | go with hearies. She prefer me to stay in
deaf group. | told her that deaf group bore me and where | can go
and find happiness and etc. One thing | know she already told police
about me. | am still going anywhere | want.”

I wondered why her mother and the police had discussed Pearl, but I
didn’t think to ask.

“Il was a reserve policeman for 5 years. | had training in law and
self-defense in night school. You should carvy ‘mace.’ Police use it.”

“No, the man can hold both of my hands. Mother’s friend RCMP
taught me this.” Pearl mimed face-scratching and eye-poking. “When in
pub | go to washroom the man try to kiss me, | hurt him. | felt good,
walked away. Everyone looked at the man. | trained my sisters how
to protect themself. They said, ‘Oh, brother, how strong they would
be. But | don’t enter the pub or lounge alone at night.”

“It's terrible that men have hurt you. Can you still love men?”

“You don't understand this. Well, when a stranger try to kiss me
or touch my ass or whatsever, | hurt him quickly. If | know that man,
when he try to get me when he is horny, | hurt him too but less than
to stranger. If | know a man—if he did, | don’t hurt, but swear. If
anyone who hurt me first, | would kill him once.”

“Would you like to go dancing on Saturday at Granville Island
Hotel? | will wear a suit and tie.”

“I do go dancing. Most deafies like to dance. Jodi and | used to go
dancing but now she has a boyfriend. My clothes are plain for signing
in front of. | don’t wear ‘sexy’ dresses. Sexy dress can be influence men
to be hormy and rape. If policeman know woman wear sexy dress they
will say You ask for it.”

“If so many men are bad, doesn’t that make all men seem bad?”

“My secret.”

I borrowed a new company car for our third date. Pearl’s lobby door
clicked open seconds after I pushed the intercom button, and she
walked out in a high-necked, lilac dress. We greeted silently and walked
to the car, with no other communication, until we reached the Pelican
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Bay restaurant in the Granville Island Hotel, one of the most expensive
venues in town. Pearl’s clothes weren’t beautiful, but she was stunning,
She pushed the wine glasses and centerpiece aside for a clear view of my
hands. I took out a notepad.

“The car is from the bank. | am an engineer but | work for a bank
because | believed hippies about lifestyle being important. My father
worked nights and weekends and business trips for his family, but |
didn’t want to live like that. So | work 4 to 5.

Pearl pointed to tiger prawns on the menu, and I ordered them for
both of us. “I did not have any date since a long time,” she wrote.

“Later there will be music so we can dance.”

“The music must be loud for me. Every summer we have the deaf
national reunion. Last year was in Toronto. At the party many
deafies dancing hard to enjoy the beats. The hotel complained, then
some deafies messed up their rooms. The hotel said no more deaf!
Next year we will stay for another hotel, that's our revenge.”

Pearl described this childish behavior as if it were justified. She
taught me the sign for revenge, making it one of the first signs she taught
me; the thumbs and forefingers looked like birds pecking at each other.

“You can hear loud noises with a hearing aid, so are you hard-of-
hearing or deaf?”

“I do not understand any words with hearing aid so | prefer deaf.
HH like Jodi are not deafies and not hearies. Deafies have two
communities. Deaf —D’ and deaf—d’. Difference is Deaf culture. Borm
deaf and not oral—Deaf culture. Deaf later so oval, or rich parents so
oral—not Deaf culture. Some Deafies do not welcome HH but some
hearies are worse. Some deafies have problem to have hearing friends.
Some really hate hearies. You must be careful to the deaf man. Some
deaf men hate when hearing man takes deafie wife because fewer
deafie woman left for them. When deafies get laughed in a pub,
sometimes they get more deafies and wait outside to fight their
anger. Most of hearing woman don’t want a deaf man—few jobs for
support of wife and childrens. But deafie woman is good mother and
wife. You saw the photo of my nephew. My sister gives him to me to
hold when he cries.”
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Pearl pointed at her cars and smiled to show me that deafness had
advantages, too. “| want to have a boy. Boys love their mommy more.”
She laughed and covered her mouth. “Did others hear me?”

“No. It's too loud. If | have kids, then | prefer girls who will love
their daddy.”

“I want to marry a man who cares me then work together to find
home business plus work-salary. Plus 1 or 2 kids. | feel worth to have
them because when | get old, they can visit me and keep me
company, so on. | don’t care if | have deaf or hearing. Some deafies
prefer deaf children, others want hearing children to be interpreter.”

“Do deatfies like hearing people to learn ASL?”

“Yes if the hearing has deaf relatives. Some hearies want to learn
ASL then teach religion to convert deafies or want to feel important
to help deafies. | really hate! A thing | want to share with you is that
every hearie my deafie friends had dated had always at first say ‘I
want to learmn sign language to communicate with you' or Ill go to
class to learn ASL’ But not one hearie learned sign language well.
When you can sign, interpret exactly. If many signs then few words,
means something was missing. You must prove your trust to deafies.”

“Do you have a religion?”

“I will explain my philosophy when you are ready. If there is God
there is no deafness, no father death, no rape. Get it? My grandfather
and grandmother pray and pray. They always go to church and waste
so much time.”

“I got kicked out of Sunday school when | was 12 for telling the
kids that Sunday school is free babysitting for their parents. My
parents never made me go to Sunday school again.”

“Good story. If there is God why does he let my sisters blame me? |
always get caught by my sounds. My sisters didn't want to play with
me. We sincerely hated each other. Playground kids laughed at me.
How can we have the same friends? | can’t talk! Mother told me that
I was clever than another girls and sisters and brother. She noticed
that big difference. | know where she hid cookies so | ran and get
cookies! One time my sister break the vase and blame me. Mother did
not believe them but | said to my mother that yes | did that accident.
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[ don't care because | am going to deaf school. So | help my sisters.”

Pearl taught me the sign for bullshit (it is not in The Joy of Signing):
the left arm on the right arm, the left hand tilted up with two fingers
extended like horns while the right hand mimes falling cow pies. On
Monday, three months after meeting Pearl, I registered for an evening
course in American Sign Language. I was hooked.

We’re Writing a Book

I telephoned Pearl for the first time. “Message Relay Centre,” answered
the operator. “What is the number you wish to call, and whom do you
wish to reach?” It felt like T had moved to a foreign country.”

“555-1212 for Pearl.”

“Please wait.” I heard a keyboard tapping.

“Pearl is on the line. Go ahead, please.”

“Hello, Derrick here. Are you free on Friday evening to visit me?”

“Don’t forget to say ‘go ahead,” said the operator.

“Go ahead,” I said. It felt like I was operating a ham radio station.

“Iam free. Go ahead,” the operator relayed from Pearl.

“Come at eight o’clock ... see you then. Go ahead,” I said. “I'm
finished talking. What do I say now?” I added.

“Don’t talk to me. Talk to the other person,” said the operator.

“Goodbye,” I said.

“Goodbye,” the operator relayed from Pearl.

Pearl arrived on time. She walked around the apartment looking at
my eclectic collections as if to see if anything had changed since her first
visit. I was sitting at my Arborite kitchen table to finish some work I had
taken home. I was analyzing numbers on green columnar paper with a
calculator, and writing longhand. Personal computers, WordStar, and

I didn’t know it then, but I was one of the first people to use Vancouver’s Message
Relay Centre. In May 1984, the Western Institute for the Deaf and the BC Telephone
Company jointly launched Message Relay Services.
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Lotus 1-2-3 had yet to come. On Monday, my secretary would transcribe
everything. I put my work aside, fingerspelled the alphabet for practice,
and poured drinks. Pearl asked to see my photos, so I brought my albums
from the bedroom and sat beside her as she scrutinized every one.

“So many of her. Why so many blank spaces?”

“When Eugénie left | divided our photos. | thought she would come
back, and when she returned | would put her photos back in the
book—I was so naive! That’s Julian the computer man. He was a bad
influence when we were 19. Drugs, motorcycles, rock music. Now he’s
married. Career. Kids.”

“I was 19 when | got a boyfriend who was a drummer. He taught
me to smoke marijuana. My mom got him out of our house.”

“That’s Leo the cop. That's my grandmother and grandfather.”

“I have a photo of Grandma who was 1 1/2 years old. Grandma’s
family were very wealth. Grandma has 19 or 16? (I don’t remember)
sisters and brothers. Grandma refused to tell us why her family fell
apart, she came from Germany. My father was French, adopted.
Mown, her father is Wales, Poland, Italy and her mom is German.”

“If you are adopted in BC you can write to the government. They
will tell you about your natural parents (no names). Leo wrote. | was
with him when he opened the letter. He discovered his natural father
was a cop, like him! His father was 60 and his mom was 20. Leo’s
behavior is move like his natural father than his adoptive father.”

“Very interesting. When my father was 2 years old, | don’t
remember who took him when her mother had heart attack and laid
down on kitchen floor and left my father alone. My father’s father
and 4 boys (brothers) were all drowned near Squamish. Then my
father got killed by a car.” Pearl’s story shocked me, and the ofthand
way she talked about these disasters shocked me, too. It seemed weird
that a young mother would have a heart attack, but I asked no questions.

“Sister Nadine, 28, student. Sister Lydia, 21, student. Brother,
26, doctor. Orthopedic Surgeon = Bone Doctor.”

“I wish BC Govt. permit deafies to work in medical lab. Edmonton
permitted me to work. | resigned after 1 yr to move to North Dakota
but they refused to give me a job after 1 yr. of live there because you
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are not citizen. | studied for nothing.”

“How old were you when you found out you were deaf?”

“My aunts watched me tear paper to feel vibrations. When was 2
Grandma told her that | am deaf but Mother refused to accept until
doctor in the hospital admitted. | was 3. Mother told me that she got
pregnancy and did not know that she should have a shot before
getting preg.* Someone who has measles gave it to her. Many deafies
are first in family.”

“I remember. You told me about her measles in the food court.”

“Funny, | did not know what was going on. At first you join to sit
down on that table | sat. You are talking. | looked at you—my mind
saying Oh, No—how [ can tell you | am deaf? | signed ‘Good foods.”

“No stranger smiled at me so much before. So | said, ‘What are you
smiling at?’ You answered me with gestures. How did | react?”

“You stop talking with your lips like shock! | don’t talk to you
because | have had bad time to talk to hearies who are not smart. n
shopping | asked a saleswoman to find different color. | showed her
some ‘red’. She didn’t understand. So stupid! One time a man was
really stupid! He didn’t know what to do about my drink so he gave it
to me free! In the market, the man is very idiot. | was lined up. He
tried to make me to like him. That's what | saw his face and got sick!
| acted rude to him and walked snobbings. Stupid people hesitate then
walk away. My mind kept telling that That’s their problem’.”

“It is their problem. Stupid people assume everyone can hear. They
think, ‘What's wrong with her?’ Then they panic.”

“In Edmonton in downtown a deafie told us that the store didn't
let her in and buy something. She wanted to show us where the store
was. So we went there. All of us were 18 to 20. We made good plans
before entering the store. Then all deaf girls entered. The lady told us
to get out. So we sweared her. When we got out, then deaf boys
threw to break the front windows. We stayed there. We just played as

: This wasn’t true—rubella vaccine did not become available until 1969, 16 years later.
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pretended to want to go in. Cops came and talked to us. We told
them no reason to get out by nut woman. Then cops wanted all of
our names and told us that don't worry we will win in court anyway.
Other times all deafies discussed at deaf club about stores that they
are discriminate. We agreed to be sure we can stand at their door so
people (hearie) hardly get in. | enjoy dumb hearies.”

“Dumb also means ‘can’t talk.”

“No, mute means ‘can’t talk.” Some deafies don't accept ‘mute.” We
prefer ‘deaf because wost can speak few words. If people say ‘deaf
and dumb’ we say ‘hearing and dumb. The doctor put ‘Deaf and
Mute’ on my file. | forced him to corvect it! When we sign everyone
always stare so then a deaf guy asked them to give us money. That
made them go away!”

“Is your ex-husband deaf?”

“Hard-of-hearing like Jodi. We open up and talk deeply about
something. She or | don’t feel safe to talk to another friend. | am
going to take Scuba lessons. After scuba lessons | would look something
and give it to my brother. My brother has a big aquarium (fish). He is
president of Aquarium Club.”

“Virgil teaches scuba, but he needs 3 people for a class. Do you have
many hearing friends?”

“About 10. Deafies—Ilots but | don’t want to get close, just see
them once in 2 wks. Many deafies have problems. They don't know
how to create themselves. | don’t like deafies who are negatives.”

Injustice and revenge were forming a pattern in Pearl’s stories.
Everyone generalizes, but the way Pearl talked about her deaf
community surprised me, varying from disparaging to boastful
depending on whom she was basing her generalizations at the time. She
didn’t seem to see deafie and hearies as equals but as “us vs. them.” Even
so, despite the language difficulties and against her mother’s advice,
Pearl said she preferred to spend her time with hearing friends. The
hearing world had more appeal for her than the deaf world, yet it
seemed to be a love-hate affair. I wondered if Pearl and I might bridge
our worlds and, in some small way, help to bring them together.
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Pearl walked across the street to my condo. We were constantly
dropping in on each other for tea. We scribbled like madmen, jumping
from one topic to another, as we tried to get to know each other, but we
were cautious still just friends.

“I talked to my friend Ron. He got training on computer at work.
He was lucky—he did not go to college, or BCIT, etc. He told me how
to get training is going to BCIT but | think | would like to take a
course through corvespondence. Open Learning Institute is only way |
can take because | don’t have to wait for interpreter!”

“I will try to help you when you know what you want. | like to
study, too. | take a sailing course next month. 10-meter yacht with 5
people for one week. Have you been on a sailboat?”

“Yes. Once | paid to learn how to do it on sailboat. 4 times | went
to a rvide. | think that the motorboat is bigger than yacht but the
yachts have long length. Motorboat are more wider than yacht.”

Sometimes I seemed to be talking to a child, but I knew simple
English does not mean simple thinking—my Spanish was no better.

“Where are you going on holidays?”

“Pll visit grandma and grandpa for few days. Then stay at Uncle’s
ranch to ride on the horse. | am going to learn to jump the fence on
the horse this year.”

Pearl caught me staring at her. “It’s amazing how much your face
can say.”

“Body language,” she wrote with a smile. “Do you seldom go to
Bimini Bar? Jodi and | go there once a while after health club.”

“Not often. It’s a place where men and women go to ‘pick up’”

“We don’t get bothered. Men are thinking we are weird because of
ASL. We are peace. We don’t drink very much. Ex-boyfriend Eddy
was very alcoholic. | lived with him almost 2 yrs. ago. | did not like his
way. Bad influence to children in future. He’s my good friend now. |
think | meet wrong men.”

Pearl talked like a planner and wanted a family, but she’d been
celibate for seven years. The sexual history she shared with me included
rapists, a homosexual, an alcoholic, and an epileptic. If we are known by
the company we keep, what was I to think of her? I thought she, like I
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had been unlucky in love, and I hoped our luck would change together.

“You'll make a wonderful wife and mother to some lucky guy.”

Pearl beamed. “I believe that I'll be.”

“What if you met a guy you can love but who didn’t want kids?”

“Forget him for boyfriend but keep him as good friend for yrs. My
good friend Tena got married to UBC student long time ago. Now her
husband is a manager for public transit. They have 3 kids. Very happy
marriage. All family can sign. They have a nice huge house. Few deaf
women got marvied to hearies but many deaf men got marvied to
hearing women, some interpreters. Divorces (some). Some unhappy,
Jealous husbands. Hearing women are not patient for their deaf men.
Hearing men are patient more and wmore peace for them because
hearing men have pressures from work, then go home and have quiet
and peace with deaf wife. Get it? But hearing women signs better
than hearing men.”

Later, I would meet Tena’s family. They were just as Pearl had
described them, a role model for other deaf-hearing marriages.

“How do deafies talk with their husband when the lights are off?”

“We hold our hands or put one hand to spell out on the chest or
whatsever. Deaf boyfriend don’t know how to romance. | hardly
explain you. One day you will know what it look like when you see
deafies couples. | can’t tell you because you have no experiences, etc.”

“So you want a deaf boyfriend or husband?”

“I don’t want to have deaf boyfriend unless he know how to make
veal life. Deaf men are isolated and don’t want to see real life from
outside. My family never stop teaching me English. Many deafies and
HH’s family and relatives don’t teach them English.”

“You are probably smarter. All these notes—we're writing a book.”

“Are you free Saturday? | would invite you for a dinner if you're
free that day. | already decide what meals we will eat.”

May: Shall We Be Magnificent Couple?

I brought a bouquet, a half-bottle of wine, and plastic glasses to our food
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court rendezvous, even though it was illegal to drink it there. Pearl
handed me a letter, looking self-conscious. Her script was neat and her
grammar was better than in our speed-writing conversations.

8 May 1984

Dear Dervick.

What are you doing these days, ha!

| feel a little nervous to write this letter to you. This is a long
letter for you to read. You will corvect my grammars. | hope you
will give me ‘A’ ha! (I am kidding). What bothers me is that | need
wore vocabulary. | can’t help it because | don't hear many
vocabulary from radio, people’s conversations, so on. That’s why |
prefer to go outside from deaf groups like being with you. ASL
which doesn’t have some vocabulary, usually express with our body
and faces. We (you and me) can trade you experiences, ha. Shall
we be magnificent couple?

Il learn to say ‘Devvick’ corvectly one day.

[ quit to assist the accounting at Vancouver Area Centre’ every
Wednesday after my work because | usually got tired while Jodi
and | went to health club and have aerobic after my assisting the
accounting. Plus | did not eat until 9:00 p.m. That’s why | quit.
But one day I'll go back to be volunteer there again. | really like to
do accounting but | have sometimes frustrate to keep in touch
with someone who make mistakes on accounting.

I am talking about the career | have researched. | found that
three different careers that are interested to me.

1. Architecture.

2. Financial or investment analyst.

3. Computer programumer or operator.

Architecture is more easier for me to be successful. It doesn't
requive to communicate very often. For example, people write
down on lists what they want. Then | have lots of imaginations in

" Pearl was assisting “est." “Car salesman Jack Rosenberg became Werner Erhard, who
created Erhard Seminars Training in 1971, marketed as lower-case ‘est.” It was labeled a
cult that exploited its followers. Authoritarian trainers enforced rules, required
applause after participants ‘shared,” and deemphasized reason in favor of ‘feeling and
action.” The last course was held in 1984.” —Wikipedia, Erhard Seminars Training.
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my mind and draw and even | raise kids at home. During my
drawing, | can feel . Plus | sell jades to deafies all over North
America. Perfect for me and make $ too. | think architecture is
probably suited to my interests and few skills.

Analyst is wore difficult to know if Ill be successful or not.
Because for example, if | am financial analyst, | would have
required to communicate with people often. | also would hardly
find more deafies who need me to do for them because there are
so small group of deafies across the Canada and even in BC.

| feel that architecture and computer programmer are more
interesting in learning wore. | haven’t decided which career is
suited to my skills yet.

Wells, what about you for your life in the future? | could not
forget all about you at work, shit! | want to talk with you about
anything we can know each other more deep and also improve our
communications (signs). Even touching—so on. | want you to teach
me anything that you want. | like to try anything to expand my
experiences. We create it ourselves and enjoy it together.

| do wish your separation is over. You are hearty person—
wonderfull. You are not naive. | really love to see your being a
gentleman—to make me a woman. | really want to wear nice
dress for my work and meet you for eating together. We would
feel fascinate.

| notice myself that you make me week and to be loved.

| feel like to touch you but | couldn’t reach you because you are
working on 20th floor, ha!

| love you, Pearl

Cupid had shot an arrow into my heart. Pear] was the first to say 7 Jove

you—three months after we met, six weeks after our first date, and while

we were still talking on paper!

We had connected in a magical way, but I still didn’t want more than

friendship from a handicapped woman, however much I loved being
with Pear] and doing things with her. I could feel myself holding back.
Perhaps I didn’t want to take advantage of a handicap, or I was worried
that my actions might be seen that way. Then it dawned on me: I didn’t

see Pear] as my equal. Release of my prejudice was our final hurdle.
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I walked across the street to Pearl’s for brunch. While she toasted
waffles, she asked me to check out her diving equipment. It was stored
on top of cartons of World’s Finest almond chocolates. The fundraising
chocolates were labeled “Silent Leadership Association.”

I took a box of chocolates to the kitchen. “Whose chocolates?”

“Silent Leadership Association. | store them because | can’t trust
other SLA members not to eat them. There are many deaf groups
fighting. Deafies are weak to make progress. | started SLA to make
strong association for leadership of all deafies who will join.”

“How many members do you have?”

Pearl shrugged sadly. “Few.” She opened a file from her desk and
showed me a logo. “My sister draw for me for SLA.”

“That is a nice logo, but if there are already many deaf associations
then another one will divide deafies even wmore.”

“No because they will join SLA for strong deaf leadership. But few
in SLA want to help me sell. These chocolates are for future sale.”

“They expire next month, so you can’t sell them. Can [ see the
contract?” Pearl handed me a letter from her file. “This is a final
demand for payment threatening to hand your invoice to a collection
agency. An agent will go to your house, go to your work, go to your
mother. Do you want me to help?”

Pearl nodded, and she looked relieved.

A few days later, I called the general manager of World’s Finest
Chocolates and asked for Pearl’s debt to be canceled. The manager was
understanding and courteous. “Thanks for calling” he said.
“Communication with this group has always been difficult, and it
became impossible after the chocolates were delivered. This group didn’t
know how to organize a fund-raiser. My staff should have checked
whether the Silent Leadership Association was a registered society and
begun with a small order, so we are as much to blame as they are. We'll
be droppinga few hundred on this order, but I'll close the file.”

It took Pearl and me two years to eat the chocolates.

Pearl’s stillborn deaf association and her unmarketable chocolates
were more examples of naiveté, but her initiative impressed me. I found
myself wondering how successful Pearl would have been, and how
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successful she could still be, if she had a hearing mentor. Most people
overrate their importance in other people’s lives, and I was no exception.

Pearl came over to visit, and we jumped straight into conversation.

“Will you come back to your ex-wife before your separation be
due? Would you dare leave to go back to ex-wife?”

“It’s too late to save my first marriage. But after all | put into it, |
sometimes wonder if a second marviage would be worthwhile.”

“I think you are good wan to be friends and loving but | have
something alike suspecting. Do you love me? Because you try to get
me away by telling me that you are not good or whatsever.”

“I have a little trouble loving now because | loved Eugénie and she
left after telling me she loved me, too. | know you won't leave me if
we marry unless | become an asshole. When 'm alone | want company
and when | have company | want to be alone. On my motoreycle trip
to Alaska, | didn’t speak for two weeks. It was wonderful!”

“You know that everyone need someone to be with and
communicate. | don’t care what you want to be alone but | think you
have one or more barriers when you need to be alone. | know about
supporting people or husband. | have an idea to support you in the
future. | know you would love it. | don’t want to tell you now. Wait
until right time [l tell you.”

“Tell me your idea now.”

“I won't tell anyone until the right time | set up with the schedule.
My secret! | must tell you now about Pat, | supported him through
my secret. Before his divorce he asked me about his ex-wife he loved
so much. He was depressed. | said to him—'why do you think of your
past, you should think of your future’ plus send him to a centre that
helped him 100%. He realized how wonderful | cured his pains and
then he expected to have me as his girlfriend. | told him that | did not
mean to make him to want me. | just want him as a friend. That’s
why Pat threatened wme. That is why | moved from my condo.”

* 3 .
Pearl’s secret was est seminars.
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It was hard to believe any man would think threats could win him a
lover, just as it was hard to believe any woman would think that moving
across town would protect her. If Pearl had been hearing, I would have
thought there was something wrong with her mind when she told me
things like this, but I was always giving her the benefit of the doubt,
always accommodating her handicap, always subtly prejudiced in a way
that looked the opposite of what it was.

“Well, 'm happy you moved. You live next door and so you are
here with me right now.”

“I will always give back wy supports to people who wants to
support. Sometimes they asked for something that | know, then | tell
them. Many times they said WOW they think | know everything. And
you were sometimes surprised of what | told you with good points.”

I was impressed to hear that so many deafies had benefited from
Pearl’s wise counsel. Later, I realized that Pearl had never described any
specific solution to me, except for an est seminar. Many of her deaf
friends had taken one.

“Do you want to go to a movie this weekend? There is one at the
Ridge Theatre in Spanish subtitled in English. You can read English
while [ listen to Spanish.”

“Yes. | don't care if there has no substitles. Deafies understand
mostly, except if those people on movie talks too long we get bored.”

As we sat in the theater, I was surprised to see Eugénie walk past the
footlights, smile at me, and sit at the other end of the theater. She and I
had seen more foreign films than Hollywood films and plenty of both.
The Ridge Theater had been our favorite haunt. I ignored Eugénie, and
in the dark, Pearl didn’t recognize her from the photos she had seen.
After the movie, Eugénie left from one exit while we left from the other.
Pearl came to my place and we started writing.

“How long until | can sign?”

“Depends on how much we have a conversation. For example, we
eat together, | can teach you each food. It's easier for you to
remember while we are doing. English—The red dog is under the
table. ASL—Under table dog red. It's easy. | have seen so many people
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who learned ASL. They become more smart than they were before.”

I stared at Pearl, baffled.

She laughed. “I was joking.”

“Hello,” I signed, using the sign in the textbook.

“That is for USA. Almost same to Canada but like this is for
children.” “Hello,” she then signed the Canadian way. “For adult.”

“Sometimes deafies fingerspell words,” I wrote.

“For names and other weird words. Local names we usually name
it by our signs.” “Granville Island,” she signed. “Our invention. G plus
island sign.”

“When [ finished school | took tests to help decide what university
subject to study. Did you try the Strong Vocational Interest Test?”

“Not yet. Where can | find test like that?”

“That test only tests interests, not abilities, but it is good. I'll show
you a secret, my acceptance letter from the University of British
Columbia Law School two years ago. We agreed that Eugénie would go
first, and then support me to go after she started to make money,
but she couldn’t get in. Then after two years supporting her to finish
an MA in English she left me. Now | would have to borrow money to
go and it would take me 10 years to catch up after losing 3 years’
salary. But it is nice to know | could have been a lawyer.”

Pearl pointed to the map hanging on my living room wall.

“Roads I've ridden on my motorcycle. All states, all provinces, half
the states of Mexico. Eugénie and | vode across Canada for our
honeymoon. Next, | want to ride to South America. That’s why |
study Spanish. | have a pen-pal in Madrid. | vide safely, no speeding
tickets.”

“I was speeding, RCMP let me go. Just warmed me. | drive so fast.
Mowm told me that | drive exactly as my Dad’s habit. He was racecar
professional. He won once | remember.” It seemed to me that unsafe
driving was a likelier explanation for her father’s death than murder, but
it didn’t seem that way to Pearl. “Yesterday | got so many calls. | was
running and doing to finish my things for meeting and today | went
to 3 friends places to clean up. So next Sunday I'll go to my parents’
place for supper. We veally love to get together to have good
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conversation. Relax.”

“What meeting? Why clean up for your friends?”

“At the meeting is about Silent Leadership Association, really heavy
to take my duty to do. My friends always like to act to beg me to
help. Sometimes | get crazy and angry for so many calls, | get out of
my place to visit Jodi to be peace. | have lots of friends. You'll know
who they are. They are crazy to love me. We are very good friends to
have a good conversation. I'll introduce you to my hearies friends.
They'll tell you how great | am. Sometimes | dislike them to tell this to
my mom because Mom knows this already.”

I was impressed that Pearl wanted to help others, not just fritter her
life away. She often sounded conceited, but she was just being as honest
as a child who has yet to understand adult manners. Even though her
grammar was confusing, her gestures always made her points clear.

“I know you're smart.”

“Il don’t remember how high my 1Q is. It was tested at deaf school.
You'll meet deafies children who are hearing—very smart than
normal children. My good friend Elizabeth has a hearing son 8 years
old. He is really smart. He learns both deaf and hearing worlds. So
many deafies have hearing children. Few deafies has generations all
deafies. My family is nothing. | am only one deaf. Jodi and | are 30.
We talked a lot about having kids.”

“But if you wanted kids, then why did you buy a small condo?”

“For investments, | don't like to waste $ on rents. | don’t know
how long | find Mr. Right. My friends teased wme which—deaf or
hearing husband | prefer to have. In my teenage | made it clear to my
deaf friends that | forbid about marrying a hearing man.”

“Why did you change your mind?”

“I thought of having hearing husband cause of very few good deafie
husband. But many mixed marriage failed because the hearie got
bored of effort to talk to the deafie. Then the deafie married a deafie
and become happy. Depends on communication and trust.”

Even though I still didn’t see Pear] as a potential mate, an equal
partner in every way, I felt a twinge of disappointment to realize that as
her potential mate I was also Pearl’s second choice: she wanted her
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friends to be hearing (or hard-of-hearing) but her spouse to be deaf.

| Dream About You

Pearl drove me to the empty New Westminster condominium she paid
the mortgage on and was struggling to sell. The ceiling on her red two-
door Buick Skyhawk, one of the worst small cars ever made, was so low I
could barely climb into the front seat. The radio roared with static when
she turned her ignition key. I turned it down, tuned in a station, and
grinned. Pearl felt the dashboard, shrugged, and drove off.

Her condominium was bare but for a mattress, a propane barbecue,
and a makeup table.

“Why do you have a radio in your car?”

“It is impossible to buy a car without a radio—discrimination!”

We locked the door and walked upstairs to Elizabeth’s flat on the
next floor. When we rang the doorbell, a handsome boy opened the door
and signed rapidly. We walked in, and Pearl turned the light switch on
and off a few times to announce our presence—it was deaf manners. A
slender brunette came from the kitchen and signed; the boy interpreted.

“I'm delighted to see you, Derrick. ’'m so happy Pear] has a
boyfriend. This is my son Kieran,” she signed.

I was amused that Pearl had told her friend I was her boyfriend when
we had yet to kiss! After a look around her spartan two-bedroom
apartment, we sat down to dinner.

“Your scuba—why did you sell it?” I said, with Kieran interpreting,

“My husband left me after I bought it. It cost two thousand, but I
sold it for one thousand. He sends money, but I have to work in a
picture-frame factory. They say it is noisy, but I don’t care.”

“You must be a special son, with two deaf parents,” I said to Kieran,
who interpreted effortlessly and professionally, without reacting to
anything he was interpreting unless it was directed to him.

“Ilearned to sign at two and to talk at three,” Kieran signed and said.

“And to fingerspell at five,” signed Elizabeth.

“I'm listening through a perfect interpreter. Jodi interprets well, but
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her voice and grammar sound deaf,” I said. “Kieran speaks naturally, and
he signs naturally, too.”

“I have a boy’s voice, not girl’s,” Kieran signed and said in a low voice.

“He was a devil,” Pearl signed.

Elizabeth laughed. “Kieran would turn the TV all the way up and
ignore our neighbors when they pounded on the walls. When the
doorbell rang, he would turn the TV down. When I answered the
doorbell, the neighbors were furious, but nothing was wrong!”

“It was fun,” Kieran signed and said as we all laughed.

“I'm lucky we weren’t thrown out of here,” signed Elizabeth. She
high-fived Kieran.

Kieran called Pearl “Auntie Pearl.” Pearl seemed to envy Elizabeth,
even though her factory job must have paid half of what Pearl’s post-
office job paid, because Elizabeth had a son, and she received alimony.

I was making guacamole when Pearl dropped by for another chat. I
picked up the notepad and pointed to the sofa. She sat down, knees
together. I could feel my heart beating.

“Often | don’t like to use voices—in public, talk to new people.
There were times when | got scolded for using voices because it was
not clear or the timing was wrong or | am too loud or too soft.
Teachers and Mother tell me my speech is understandable. Then when
| go outside people just stare at me! Shit! | get so embarrassed. It is
hard to speak when you hear nothing. | read a book about the name
that has influenced a person personality. ‘M’ in first name (for
woman) is ‘mothering'. | have mellow feeling with you. When we are
together | feel—.” Pearl pointed at her word mellow.

I put my arm around her, and she turned to me. We kissed as
passionately as if we would never see each other again.

“Writing feels stupid after kissing! | wanted to kiss you goodnight
before but | wasn’t sure,” I wrote.

“I thought last night to give ‘simple’ kiss to you in a car. It would
be hard to have romance while writing.”

“You are a wonderful kisser. | can see us now: waterproof
notepaper in the bathtub! | have more motivation to study ASL. You
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don’t go around kissing too much.”

“Do you mean with men? | really ltke a man to be real. Why most
men are never real? Why most men are so ‘covert’?”

Pearl had just told me she didn’t trust most men, but I didn’t worry
for a moment that she might ever feel that way about me.

“Do you have hiking boots? Want to get exercise? Let's hike The
Chief Trail. Ill come next Sunday at 9:00.”

On Sunday, Pearl was waiting for me wearing expensive hiking boots.
They looked brand new. We walked to the parking lot and climbed into
her car. As she put the key in the ignition, a warning buzzer sounded.
Astonished, Pearl sat bolt upright and stared at me.

“The sound wams you a door is open. You never heard that
before?”

Pearl lifted her hair to reveal her hearing aid. She removed it and put
it in her purse. She must have worn it in her car for the first time, for me.
She was doing her best to build our relationship.

Most of the trail was only wide enough to walk in a single file. Pearl’s
gait was slower than mine, so I gestured for her to take the lead. I
watched her hold the trees as she passed. She told me later that this was
because she, like many deafies, found it difficult to balance because of
the same defects in her inner ear that caused her deafness. We hiked
without signing, absorbed in our thoughts.

As we picnicked at the summit, sparrows raided the crumbs in Pearl’s
hand, and soon a flock of them descended on our sandwiches. A foot
from Pearl’s face, I blew a referee’s whistle to chase them away. Pearl
stuck her finger in her ear and wiggled it to show me she heard it. T used
my portable ham radio set to make a telephone call to Vancouver, and
Pearl was amazed. Cellphones weren’t yet available, so for me to make a
telephone call from the top of a mountain seemed incredible. Pear] was
impressed and seemed intimidated by the novel things I could do.

During our descent, I blew the whistle behind her, curious to find
out how close I would need to be for her to hear it. I blew it several times
so loudly that my ears rang, each time closing the distance by a few
meters, but Pear] didn’t react at all until I was just a few steps behind

her. Pearl looked back, and smiled. She knew I had been testing her.
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Pearl came across the street with a bottle of red wine and knocked on my
door. She removed her shoes, put the bottle on the kitchen table next to
the notepad, and sat down at my piano. I sat down beside her. She
smiled, took her hearing aid out of her purse, and put it on. It whistled
while she adjusted it. She rested her hand on the piano and looked at me
expectantly, wanting me to play it for her. I played As Time Goes By.

“Do you listen to piano music with your hearing aid?” I wrote.

Pearl shook her head. I played middle C pianissimo several times,
then played it piano a few times, then mezzoforte. Pearl heard the loudest
note and nodded. I repeated the experiment at higher and lower pitches.

“You can hear four octaves with your aid. From here to here on the
keyboard. Now listen without your aid.”

Pearl took her hearing aid off. I pounded middle C so loudly I was
worried my neighbors would complain. Pearl heard nothing,

“Put your aid on. Sit behind the piano where you can’t see my
hands. I'll play two notes—tell me if they are higher or lower.”

She put her hearing aid back on. I played pairs of notes between
several octaves. Pearl “heard” the order correctly half the time, so she was
guessing—she didn’t know what higher and lower meant. With a
powerful hearing aid, her right ear could hear a pure tone as a buzzing
noise like static but which contained no tonal information.

“The notes must sound like Morse code to you. Only on or off.”

Pearl removed her hearing aid. “Peace.” She pointed to the lyrics: 4
kiss is just a kiss, and she kissed me.

“You make wonderful kisses. Who taught you?” She pointed at me.
“But you had a husband and boyfriends.”

“None good kissers. Some never kiss when we have sex. It's true.”

I put a Moody Blues record on the turntable, and we sat on the sofa.
“Never Comes the Day” from On the Threshold of a Dream filled my

cars.

I feel her gently sighing as the evening slips away.
If only you knew what’s inside of me now,
You wouldn’t want to know me somehow.

Pearl walked to my record shelf and studied the covers. She was
curious about them, and I am curious about curious people.
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“You put the names together but Beethoven is after Mozart.
Beethoven was the most famous deafie.”

“Yes, but if he was born deaf he wouldn't be famous. | put them in
birth order because each composer learned from those who lived
before.”

She took Die Kunst der Fuge from the beginning of the shelf. “So
music begins at Bach.” She took Eine Alpensinfonie from the other end
of the shelf. Its cover was of the Matterhorn with the sun rising behind
it. “What does this music sound like?”

“It is beautiful music that tells a story of hikers on a mountain. It's
last because Strauss died just before we were born.”

“What about this one?” Pear]l pointed at the cover of Vivaldi’s
L’Amoroso Concerto.

I put my arm around her, kissed her, and pointed at the cover, which
had two lovers caressing in the grass. Pearl nodded. Pearl always wore
high-neckline clothes. Today, her denim shirt had six buttons with only
one opened. I opened one more and kissed her neck. She nodded in her
silent world as the Moody Blues urged me on.

But you will love me tonight,
We alone will be alright,
In the end.

I pulled back, but Pearl smiled as though she were melting,

Give just a little bit more,
Take a little bit less,
From each other tonight.

Pearl’s skin became flushed as I followed her onto the carpet.

Admit what you’re feeling
And see what’s in front of you,
It’s never out of your sight.

Pearl’s period was imminent; otherwise, we might have become parents
that night. Neither of us pursued casual sex, so she wasn’t on the Pill and
I had never worn a condom. Pearl soon saw her doctor and started on
the Pill. Now every weekend became a sleepover.

Pearl was self-conscious about her one undeveloped breast, a defect
casily masked by clothing. Like deafness, this defect came from her
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mother’s measles, she said, reminding me that her children would be
normal. Eugénie wasn’t pretty, but she was an energetic lover. Pearl was
the opposite, but Eugénie had never been raped and had had no previous
lovers. We had worked our way through every non-bondage position in
The Joy of Sex. Now, ten years later, I was working my way through every

sign in The Joy of Signing!
When I returned from my live-aboard sailing course, I was surprised and
delighted to find a stack of letters from Pear] in my mailbox.

21 May 1984

Hi Dervick

How do you feel today?

| feel good after my eating Japanese meal at food court today.

I wish you came to eat with me and have a chat! Oh, Boy! my
back of legs are stiff (not really bad) | am going to health club with
Jodi at 6:00 and then eat salad with her at Salvador Deli.

| wish to see you everyday—I bet you'll be busy tonight after
your class. Next time when | have time to make a magnificant
note for you—fun!

| love you, Pearl

22 May 1984

Tuesday Morming.

Yesterday, | knew | would feel funny and low a little bit by
being without you. | miss you!

The men came to move all my other furmitures from Fanny’s to
my condo and so many boxes for 5 hours. One of the men is alike
‘hippie’-with very long hair (ponytail’). He worked so hard. |
thought he might be slow worker but he was not. Anyway | did
not have more boxes left for few more things.

After that Jodi and | went to eat salad and one glass of apple
cider each. We went to Ridge theatre. It was good show. | want to
tell you about it.

23 May 1984

Wednesday Afternoon.

| just got home from work and felt unhappy about my work.
One lady Vera complained about the boss named Lance who
spoiled me by keeping me in Jack’s office and also in directory
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before. Vera told employees that it was not fair to her because she
knew Lance like me cause | am always quiet and peace. Now. Lance
said to wme | have to work on Sunday twice a month to be fair to
others. I'll work—day off on Friday, Sat, Sun then Sat then Friday,
Sat, Sun, repeatly.

| really want from Friday to Sunday off so | can get weekends
off (always). Lance gave me weekends off all the times before | told
him that is still not fair because they talk too much. We laughed.

| feel bad because | can’t go hiking with you every weekends.
But we can go twice (weekends) a month. How do you feel about
that? Shit!

[ must go now to health club with Jodi. When | go sleep tonight,
| will dream about you and forget about “work.”

| love you. Smack!

24 May 1984

Thursday Afternoon.

Hi Dervick,

| feel good today because | am looking forward to see you
tomorrow. The weather is not bad. Just little suany. | did read and
answer the question of English book that | brought from Library. |
had a short time to read and answered the questions. Made it but |
really want to sit down with plenty of time to do it so that | can
fix or corvect my English.

Oh, Boy | envy you good time on sailing. | can imagine how |
feel when [ ride on the sailing-beautiful. With you, Ha!

I hate Jodi’s intervupting my writing this, Shit!—I have to cook
Chili for our supper. Then we are going to pack some dishes
tonight. | did not have enough empty boxes last time.

| love you, Pearl

An hour after I returned, Pearl walked over—I hadn’t yet called her. We
hugged and kissed. I gave her a souvenir and thanked her for her letters.

She invited me to her mother’s home for their family reunion dinner. At

last, I would meet Pearl’s family.

A few days later, we drove to her mother’s apartment. Pear] pushed

the intercom button in the lobby. I nodded to Pearl when I heard hello
from the speaker.

“Harroo,” muttered Pearl into the intercom.
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“Come in, Pearl,” boomed the voice through the intercom. Her
mother had expected Pearl to feel her voice with her fingers on the
speaker just as she would have to do when visiting any hearing person.
The entrance door clicked open, and we walked to the second floor.

Pearl opened her mother’s unlocked door, and we walked into the
aroma of home cooking. Pearl’s mother greeted us in an apron. She was
friendly but reserved and looked every one of her 51 years. She
introduced me to Art, who was her third husband, to Pearl’s siblings
Kevin, Carol, and Debbie, and to Debbie’s husband; all were visiting
from Alberta. Pearl’s mother made me feel comfortable, yet I sensed a
vague sadness, a feeling I had never felt before. There was warmth,
togetherness, and love in Pearl’s family, but there was no cheer, as if
something was wrong which could not be discussed. Among Pearl’s
mother’s four children, only Debbie had married and had had a child.

There was no signing, so an outsider looking in from a distance
would never have suspected that one of us was deaf. Pearl’s mother and
Art had been married for three years, and it seemed as though they were
still trying to fit furniture from two apartments into one. Art led me
through a maze of furniture to a sofa by the window. He described
angrily how he had been laid off as a provincial park gatekeeper. He now
spent his time working part-time as the caretaker of their apartment
building, woodworking, organizing Elks affairs with Pearl’s mother,
making liqueur by marinating fruit in vodka, and grumbling about the
government’s privatization policy. Pearl’s mother worked in catering
and seemed to have an endless supply of one-gallon mayonnaise jars.

I sat next to Pearl, who sat opposite her mother. Her mother served
roast beef with vegetables and horseradish, and butter flowed down the
mashed potatoes in rivers. This down-to-carth family was a pleasant
change from the artistic pretentiousness of my previous actress in-laws.

“Delicious,” signed Pearl. “Good cook,” she wrote.

“Put that notepad away, Pearl,” said her mother. “Are you wearing
your hearing aid?”

“Noo ...,” said Pear] almost inaudibly, most of the sound coming out
her nose. “Lefa hoe.”

“She left it at home,” her mother said.
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“In the three months since we met, I never heard Pearl speak a
sentence before tonight, only a word here and there.”

“What?” gestured Pearl.

“Derrick never heard you talk before.”

“Eee ill sigh soo ...,” Pear]l mumbled.

“He will sign soon. Pearl needn’t be ashamed of her accent.”

“I signed up for an ASL course at Langara College.”

“Pearl will like that,” said Carol, “and I'm sure it will be an adventure
for both of you.”

“I once bought a book of signs,” said Debbie. “But we live in Alberta,
and we can’t use sign language on the phone.”

“What?” gestured Pearl.

“Derrick will take a course,” said her mother.

“Do you know any signs?”

“None.”

“Why don’t you learn a few? It’s never too late.”

“We do just fine orally. Don’t we, Pearl?”

“What?” gestured Pearl.

“She is misbehaving because we have a visitor. Naughty girl.”

“Pearl told me she loves you, but she hardly knows you because you
won’t sign.” All eyes turned to their mother.

“I have followed the experts’ advice, and everything I have done is to
support Pearl to become as oral as possible so she can function in the real
world. The greater her oral skills, the greater her opportunities, so the
better her life will be. We want the best for Pearl. Please help us, too.”

“Even if you learn to sign, you must help her with lipreading and
speech,” said Kevin.

“One way doesn’t rule out the other, does it?”

“It does,” said her mother. “That’s the problem.”

“It seems to me that at thirty, you might as well communicate any
way you can. I suppose she’s not with you enough now for your oral
practice to make much of a difference anymore.”

“Hearing signers don’t help. Why do you want to sign? Do you want
to keep Pearl for yourself? Talk to her, and listen to her talk, too. Help
her with the hearing world. We support deaf children through the Elks’
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oral development fund.”

“Is that why you joined the Elks?”

“Yes, and I'm sure glad I did. I met Art there.”

Pearl swung her index fingers back past her ears.

“Don’t pretend you don’t understand me,” said Pearl’s mother in a
patronizing way, which must have annoyed Pearl.

“You do know some signs,” I said.

I could see that Pearl was from a stable and loving family. I couldn’t

see how she could think that her mother had killed her father.

Pearl visited me bringing lox, cream cheese, and bagels. We kissed. I
invited her to ride on my motorcycle to Mount Baker for a roadhouse
lunch and then to my parents’ for dinner. Pear]l was happy to have a
chance to meet my parents. My relationship with my parents had none
of the tension of Pearl’s relationship with her mother.

I called my parents and arranged it. Pearl seemed to try to read my
lips while I was on the telephone with them. I took two leather riding
suits from the hall closet. Pear] tried Eugénie’s leathers on; they fit
perfectly. With our gear on, we walked downstairs to the parkinglot.

My polished, black BMW was parked in front of my unwashed
Volkswagen Beetle. Both were ten years old. A sticker on the car’s
window said, Have You Hugged Your Motorcycle Today? A ham radio
antenna stood in the center of the roof, like a taxi antenna. I pushed the
motorcycle away from the car, exposing the car’s license plate: Eugénie.

Pearl pointed at the license plate and winced. I smiled and shrugged. I
adjusted Pearl’s helmet and started the engine. She climbed on. I put her
hands around my waist and pressed them tight. I took a deep breath,
smiled, and put all thoughts unrelated to riding out of my mind. We
rode off.

When we arrived, my mother heard the throbbing of the engine and
rushed out to greet us. Pearl climbed off the bike and took off her
helmet. Unable to speak to each other, my mother and Pearl simply
hugged. My father greeted Pearl with a handshake.

Pearl followed my mother into the kitchen and helped cook dinner.
Father mixed a gin-and-tonic for himself while I took a Labatt’s beer
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from the refrigerator. He and I sat in the living room.

“Son, your girl is pretty, but be careful not to let your second
relationship be the consequence of your first. Six months is nothing; give
yourself time. I spent years working with handicapped people in
charitable foundations—enjoyable work that doesn’t pay well, like most
enjoyable work. From my experience, I warn you that the problem is not
a handicap you can see; the problem is the effect on the person that the
handicap causes. It’s difficult to go through childhood with a handicap
and develop a balanced view of the world, even if deafness or blindness
or another defect is the only defect, which it often is not. You just can’t
grow up completely free of psychological scars.”

“Like ...?” I said.

“Bitterness. Suspicion. Deafness is information loss; blindness, less so.
Some deaf people and blind people can’t #rust because they can’t know
all that goes on around them, so suspicion fills their mental void.”

“Pearl seems happier than Eugénie. She isn’t driven to live up to her
mother’s and sister’s talents. Deafness is a language deficiency. She can
do anything, other than talk.”

“No, it’s more than that. I've secen some of the handicapped believe
that the world owes them a living, that taxes should pay for interpreters,
for example, so why learn English well? Be careful that you don’t come
to be an entitlement. Do you see what 'm getting at?”

“No.”

“I'm worried you'll be used as a steppingstone again. There used to be
a saying that a man owed his career to his first wife and his second wife
to his career, but your generation is reversing the genders. Mating isn’t
about being an equal opportunity spouse. Do you want to spend the rest
of your life being an interpreter?”

Pearl came into the dining room jingling tableware, my mother
followed her with heated plates, and the women set the table. Father and
I were not expected to help.

“Pearl made the gravy. She’s terrific in the kitchen,” said my mother.

When we sat down to eat, I handed the notepad to my mother. She
wrote in beautiful cursive script, speaking each word as she wrote it. It
was a happy evening. It was clear that were Pearl and I to become a
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couple, she would be warmly welcomed by my parents, despite my
father’s concerns about the risk of psychological scars.

As we mounted the motorcycle to ride home, my mother hugged
Pearl affectionately.

I said, “Isn’t she beautiful, Mom?”

Jun: A Silent Movie

My ASL classes started. I had been looking forward to them for weeks.

“I'm glad you’re here this evening,” the instructor signed and said.
“Each of you please say your name and why you want to learn ASL.”

“I have a deaf son.”

“I work with disabled people.”

“I have a deaf nephew.”

“Iam a missionary.”

“I'm a woodworking teacher. I would like to teach deaf students.”

“All good reasons. I don’t want to hear about curiosity, or giving back
to society. ‘My country, my language,” they say. Well, there are two
million deafies in North America, and they can’t learn to hear and join
your country, but you can learn to sign and join their country. This is
what makes the deaf seem militant at times.”

“I noticed,” said another student sarcastically.

“They do their best to live in our deaf-impaired country, but we are
not as generous to them. A global world exists with deafies
communicating and intermarrying with each other. We are outsiders.
My parents are deaf, and I'm still an outsider.” The instructor looked for
a reaction and then continued to sign and speak. “Native ASL is not a
signed version of English. It branched off from French Sign Language
when sign language was established in the US by a French deaf man in
the nineteenth century. Syntax and basic signs like ‘man’ and ‘woman’
haven’t changed since then—they’re French. It’s almost as hard for an
American deafie to sign to a British deafie as it is for an American hearie
to speak to a French hearie. Even the fingerspelling is different! BSL
needs two hands to fingerspell, ASL just one. How many of you know a
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few signs now?”

Most of us raised our hands.

“In addition to dactylology I'm going to teach you about manners,”
he signed and said. “By the way, dactylology is not to be confused with
dactylography, which means fingerprinting.”

We laughed. I could see our classes were going to be fun.

“If you aren’t sure a deafic is looking at you, then wave, touch an
elbow, or stomp before you sign. And don’t let your eyes wander—it
breaks the communication channel, so it’s rude. You must manage that
channel to keep it open.”

“How many signs are there?” said another student.

“Five thousand. Try to learn several new signs every day.”

“English has over a hundred thousand words.”

“Yes, but when you need an unusual word, you fingerspell it. I'll sign
some word pairs quickly, the equivalent of homonyms. See if you can
spot the difference.” He signed several word pairs. “See the difference?”

Embarrassed, the students looked at each other. “Hardly,” said one.

“I signed, shy-whore, blue-bastard, wugly-summer, wrong-yellow,
student-garbage, chocolate-church. ASL has charm and quirks every bit as
rich as English.”

“I'm done for,” muttered a student.

“This beginner course focuses on signing using simple English syntax.
I'll mention the difference with native ASL from time to time as we go
along. When you sign ASL using English syntax, all deafies will
understand you, and they will be delighted to answer you the same way.
But when they sign to each other, they will use native ASL, and you
won’t understand the details of the conversation, especially when they
are going at it as fast as they can.”

“How long does it take to reach full fluency?” I asked.

“That depends what you mean by full fluency. Few hearing signers
make it past signed English ASL to native ASL unless they are born to
deaf parents, live or work among many deaf people so they see them
signing to each other all the time, or they study it full time for a degree.
The rest, with just one deaf person in the family, end up in the middle,
often with a patois of ‘home signs’ unique to the family.”
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“Why doesn’t native ASL converge with English ASL? Everyone
would be better off,” said a student.

“Because the native syntax is more efficient. Some well-educated
deafies prefer English ASL because it helps them with written English,
but most deafies find it snobbish. For example, ‘Have you been to
Toronto?’ is signed in native ASL, ‘Already touch Toronto? —two
fewer signs. Deafies with little English education would write it that way
too—in ‘deaf-speak.’

“Best of all, native ASL takes full advantage of dimensionality. Spoken
languages can’t do this. ASL can have multiple, simultaneous threads.
This makes it rich and beautiful. English has to use word order to
indicate direction, and a pronoun like ‘he’ can only refer to one person
at a time. But in ASL we just point to a spot and sign a name to establish
a ‘he’ there. Then we point to another spot and sign another name to
establish another ‘he’ over there, and so on. We can have half a dozen
‘he’ pronouns in use at the same time. Then we toss verbs between those
spots to indicate action. English can’t do this without confusion.”

“Are subject and object always shown by the sign direction?” I asked.

“Yes. To make it a question instead of a statement, just add a
quizzical look—a facial question mark. To add common adverbs, you
add feeling to your signing, like fast, anger, uncertainty. One sign
sequence can translate to dozens of sentences! Signed songs are
beautiful, like a dance with words. ASL has puns, too. Does anyone
know this sign?” The instructor made a fist and relaxed it several times.

“Milk,” said a student.

“And this?” He made the same sign but moved it past his face.

The class was baffled.

“Past-your-eyes milk—pasteurized milk! Now, the reality check.
Although ASL richly describes anything that’s the least bit visual, it
describes abstract and complex concepts rather poorly. There’s almost
no idiom in ASL while most English usage is idiomatic. Idioms are
crucial to abstract thought. Think of it like this: ASL is a silent movie.
English is an unillustrated book.”

I loved these classes. After my first ASL lesson, Pearl did her part by
refusing to use the notepad; she forced me to sign and to fingerspell. We
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met in the food court several times a week and were together on
weekends. I studied The Joy of Signing at home and on the bus. When I
was alone, I signed to myself in the mirror. At first, our communication
was 80:20 fingerspelling to signs, but, one by one, the fingerspelled
common words were replaced by their signs. Within a few months, our
communication was 20:80 fingerspelling to signs, and, gradually, only
infrequently-used words had to be fingerspelled. Our syntax was English,
as it is for most hearing signers, because that is the way Pear] always
signed it to me.”

Pearl invited me to visit a deaf couple for more signing practice. We
went in my Beetle—its Eugénie license plates didn’t bother her at all. I
turned on the 8-track player and played “Truckin’ by the Grateful
Dead, one of my few 8-track cartridges that hadn’t jammed.

“I notice you never drive up to the white line,” signed Pearl as we
waited at a traffic light. “You always stop a little bit behind.”

“It’s a habit I learned from Leo—we can watch the people in their
cars better than they can watch us.”

We parked in front of a low-rise apartment building. A sticker on an
old car read I'm Not Deaf—I'm Ignoring You. A terrier forced its nose
between the curtains on the ground floor and barked at us.

“Dwight is a funny man. You will like him. His wife is Dana.”

Pearl pushed the lobby intercom button, and the entrance clicked
open. A young man greeted us in the corridor. After introductions in
sign language, we went inside, where Dwight introduced Dana.

“Only signs and fingerspelling. Derrick is my student,” signed Pearl
in signed English, not native ASL, so I could understand her.

“Good. Our dog is deaf, too.”

I raised my eyebrows. “How did you find a deaf dog?” I signed.

“Terriers are often deaf. SPCA phoned WID to say they had another
one. WID called me, and I adopted him.”

¥
Pearl’s grammar and syntax errors disappear in this book as we replaced writing with
sign language because the interpreter interprets signs in the way that English is spoken.

49



1984: Passion

“What is WID?”

“Western Institute for the Deaf,” fingerspelled Pearl. “The dog is
lucky to avoid death at the SPCA.”

“Sit,” Dwight signed. The dog sat.

“Dead,” he signed. The dog rolled over on its back.

“Watch,” he signed. The dog jumped onto the back of the sofa,
nudged the drapes aside with his nose, and looked out the window for
visitors.

“I'm impressed,” I signed.

“Animals learn signs easier than speech,” signed Pearl. “Animals
prefer deafies. We are more sensitive and communicate to their eyes. A
woman taught gorillas ASL. It’s true.”

“Children of deaf parents learn to sign before children of hearing
parents learn to talk,” signed Dwight. “How did you meet Pearl?”

“In the Pacific Centre food court. We ate at the same time.”

Pearl laughed. “My lunch was one o’clock and only for 30 minutes.
One day I had a doctor’s appointment at 11 o’clock, so I ate there at
noon, and then I met Derrick. So then I got approval to change my
lunchtime to noon and for one hour. The change was difficult because
of union rules, but I won. Lucky!”

“I didn’t know you hunted me,” I signed. I heard the dog growl and
saw the dog’s tail wagging between the curtains.

Dwight tapped the floor. “I give you some man-to-man advice. Work
hard. It is the responsibility of the hearie in a deafie-hearie relationship
to understand Deaf culture. The opposite is impossible.”

“How?”

“Through sign language. When you sign well, you can join us.”

Gradually, as the deafies segued from signed English to fast native
ASL, I became as excluded as Pearl whenever she was with hearies.

After our visit, I drove Pearl home and parked in front of her
apartment. I turned on the car’s dome light so we could sign.

“That was interesting. Deaf culture. Thank you.”

“Good signing practice for you.”

“I think I understand how you felt growing up in an oral family.”

“Missing everything.”
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“Why don’t you teach me native ASL, not signed English? I
understand when you sign to me but not when you sign to deafies.”

“First, you need more signs. There is still too much fingerspelling.
You sign to me in English, so I will improve my English. Then I will
teach you native ASL.”

“When?”

“That depends on you.”

It depended more on Pearl than on me. As it would turn out, by the
time we signed effortlessly to each other in signed English, I realized that
Pearl had no interest in taking me to the final level: native ASL. I would
never be able to follow more than a fraction of what she and her friends
said when they were together, and so I never got to know any of them
closely. Because Pearl was my window into the deaf community, nearly
all of what the community knew about me came from Pearl, whether it
was right or wrong.

Pearl retrieved her spare TTY from Jodi and lent it to me. I took the
device home, placed my telephone handset on it, dialed Pearl’s number,
and heard the familiar beeping tones. In 1984, this was the only digital
device in my home other than a pocket calculator, and it seemed
amazing at the time. Fluorescent green letters scrolled across the display.

PERRL HERE LR
HELLD DERRICK HERE TOO
IONT FORGET TYPE GR AT THE ENI GR

I HRI R NICE EVENING RMRZIND I0OL LR

T WRNT R IO0L SOMEDRY BUT NOT DERF I PREFER THRT I0G
HERRS TO HELP ME GR

LOOD TDER I WRANT R IOL TOO CRAN I RGK vOU R FRYOR? GR

vOu CRAN RSK LR

I HRYE TO GO 7O My BOSS HOUSE FOR R COMPRNY DINNER
TOMORROW CAN I BORROW YOUR BUICK TOMORROW NIGHT? IF I
IRIVE MY RUSTY ¥W I WILL HRVYE TO HIDE IT GR

Ok JODI WILL COME TOMORROW S0 NO NEED FOR MY CHR LR
THRANK vOU I WILL COME TO vOUR HOUSE TOMORROW RFTER
WORK RANDI GET THE KEY THHRNK vOU LA

OK WHEN vOU BRING IT BACK PUT KEY IN MY MRAILEBOX I WRNT
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As soon as I returned from dinner with my colleagues the next night,
my telephone rang. I heard tones and put the handset on the TTY.

HELLDO GR

PERRL HERE IS THRT IERRI

HR THRNK vOU FOR LENIING ME YOUR CRR TONIGHT GR

I IONT FORGIVE vDU FOR WHRAT vDU DID vOU KNOW WHRT vOu

IID LR

I BORROWED YOUR CHR NOT OK NOW? GR

THRTS NOT WHAT I MERN vO4 THINK LR

T AM THINKING RNI I DONT UNDERSTHNI RT FOOD COURT
TOMORROW PLERSE EXPLAIN GH

NO POINT TO EXPLRIN TO vOU BUT SEE vDU HT 121§

L1

k

I waited for Pearl at the food court the next day. My environment
and hers were so different; the food court cacophony annoyed me, yet,
for her, it would have been as peaceful as sitting beside a lake. Pearl had
never been late before. When she arrived, she stared at me icily.

“You must accept responsibility for your action.”

“I borrowed your car because a new, wealthy colleague from
Singapore had invited all our managers to his home in the British
Properties. I didn’t want to drive my rusty Beetle there with Eugénie on
the license plate and park it next to his new Mercedes-Benz. I drove to
his house. I ate dinner. I refilled your fuel tank. I parked your car, put
the key in your mailbox, and walked home.”

“It is finished.” Pearl held her finger to her lip.

I was baffled. How could she go from loving me to accusing me of
treachery, and from one day to the next? My mind told me to say
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goodbye, but my heart would not let me do it. Instead, I convinced
myself that I was insensitive and I had explained myself inadequately,
and so this incident was my fault.

“Can we stay friends?”.

“If you still want to be friends,” she signed without smiling.

“I do.” I smiled. “The weather will be sunny this weekend. Do you
want to go to Wreck Beach on Saturday?”

“I never went there. Is it safe?”

“Yes. Friendly and quiet, the best beach in Vancouver.”

“Can Jodi come with us?”

“Sure.”

“Then I accept your invitation.”

Pearl never mentioned the episode again, and she never told me what
she thought I had done with her car. She had said that she couldn’t trust
me and she was breaking up with me, but then she seemed to forget
about it. I let it pass, trusting that Pear] would come to know me better.

Pearl, Jodi, and I parked near the beach and hiked down the steep trail. I
held both women’s hands to help them balance. We spread towels on
the sand beside a driftwood log and undressed. A thousand people were
nude except for an Asian man sitting on the breakwater and a
bodybuilder strutting about wearing only a chrome cock ring and a T-
shirt that said MY NAME IS DAVE MY NUMBER IS 367-0187. A
man with leathery skin carried a cooler chanting, “Tequila sunrise!
Margarital” A woman on a rock practiced tai chi. In the days before
hand-held videotape recorders, digital cameras, and cellphones, nude
beaches were like a private club.

“It’s like a party,” signed Pearl, with Jodi interpreting effortlessly.

“No clothes means no showing off. Most people look better when
clothed.”

“I like the coconut smell,” Jodi signed and said.

“Spread lotion on your bottoms or you won’t be able to sit down
tomorrow. I can spread some on your back if you like.”

“Fine,” signed Pearl. “I see pink bikinis over there already. Ouch!”

Pearl and Jodi lay prone on towels. I spread lotion on Pearl’s back,
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arms, neck, and legs. Pearl pointed at her bottom, so I spread lotion on
her buttocks too. She rolled onto her back, put lotion on her own
breasts, and gestured for me to spread lotion everywhere else. She sat up.

“Your turn,” she signed.

I lay prone on the towel. She spread lotion on my back, arms, neck,
and legs. She tapped my shoulder. I turned over onto my back.

“I'm shy,” she signed.

“Good for you.”

Pearl spread lotion on my chest, arms, and legs.

I sat up. “Did you study how to do that?”

Pearl grinned. “Not yet. I will put ‘learn massage” on my list.”

I completed my untouched areas while Jodi spread lotion on herself.

“No boyfriend today,” Jodi signed and said. “Gavin is working.”

“On Saturday?” I said.

“He sells investments.”

“A stockbroker. How long has he been your boyfriend?”

“Two years.”

“Does he sign?”

“No. I was worried he would leave me to find another girl so he
doesn’t have to repeat so much talking, but now I know he loves me.”

“You live in the hearing world although you sign perfectly.”

“But sometimes I feel like I don’t fit in the hearing world.”

“Why?”

“Because hearies think listening is more important than seeing. Eyes
and ears are both important.”

“Make small signs,” signed Pearl. “Deafies can read your ASL from

far away, then gossip about our talk. Don’t discuss private things here.”

“OK. Then stop signing and start swimming,” I said.

Jodi removed her hearing aids and put them in her backpack. We
swam in the surf with the crowd. Everyone was nude.

“Derrick!”

I turned to see Eugénie, nude, waving at us. It had been less than a
year since she left me, but now I felt nothing for her. We waded to the
shore. I introduced the women to each other, speaking and signing. Jodi
was deaf without her hearing aids so I did my best to interpret.
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“A different way to meet,” Pearl signed.

It was an eccentric way for my wife and girlfriend to meet, and it
indicated how open-minded we all were. There was no jealousy; I'm sure
Eugénie wanted me to find a new lover, too, to assuage her guilt.

“I saw your car. It’s easy to spot a car with my name on it!” said
Eugénie.

“Our towels are over there. Do you want lotion?”

“No need to butter me up,” Eugénie chuckled. “I've got my own.”

Eugénie opened her backpack, pulled out a clipboard, and sat down
cross-legged next to Pearl. Her clipboard and pen shuttled between Pearl
and Eugénie while Jodi and I reapplied suntan lotion and signed.

It occurred to me that even though Pearl didn’t wear a bikini because
it would reveal her scar, with me she had presented her whole body to
the world. I tried to look over Eugénie’s shoulder at the clipboard, but
Pearl sensed it and stared at me, so I turned away.

Jodi and I walked to the suntanned hawker and bought four
margaritas. Jodi put her hearing aids back on and began interpreting.

Eugénie put the clipboard away. “Try buying margaritas on any other
public beach! I love Wreck Beach.”

I laughed. “Me, too. No police, and no plainclothesmen, either!”

“Did you bring your Minox?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like me to take a photo of the three of you together?”

“Of course!”

Eugénie took our photo sitting nude in front of a driftwood log. I
offered to share our sandwiches, but Eugénie stood up and said, “I must
go. I enjoyed my conversation with Pearl. T found the process
challenging. I'm impressed by your signing, Derrick. It’s improved since
the Ridge Theatre.” She put on her clothes and wandered away.

“Did you have a good conversation?” I signed to Pearl.

“Yes. Eugénie told me you met her at a university dance. She asked
you to dance with her, and you said no.”

“She was 18 and plain; that’s why she was asking men to dance. Acne,
ugly dress, short, thick glasses. Bifocals! I wasn’t interested.”

“I notice she wears contact lenses now—she blinks too much. She
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said you came back and danced with her after some time.”

“Yes, after I smoked a joint. Drugs are dangerous.” We laughed. “I
didn’t ask for her phone number, so she asked for mine. A few days later
she called and invited me to visit her. She was after me.”

“You got together and you stayed together.”

“For nine years. We were good for each other.”

“I don’t understand why she left you to live alone. She wrote that she
wants her independence, but there must be other reasons, too.”

“Eugénie didn’t need me anymore. She walked out of my life as easily
as she walked into it. Modern, feminist, independent, a mistress. Her
grandmother, mother, and sister are actresses, but Eugénie is not
talented in the same way. So she felt her mother looked down at her—
and at me. I watched her mother and sister beat her at charades.”

“What's charades?” signed Pearl. I explained the game, and Pearl
laughed. “It’s a stupid idea. Deafies will always win charades. I am not
like Eugénie. I don’t care what anyone thinks of me. I am me. Did she
offer to take our photo together?”

I nodded.

“Iknew it! She was testing us to see if we would hold hands.”

Pearl saw covert behavior everywhere, a quirk of being deaf, I
assumed.

Jodi laughed. “I hope you pass all of Pearl’s tests. Deafie-hearie works
if the hearie has patience to be interpreter, secretary, and everything.
Hearie-hearie couples share 50:50, but deafie-hearie share 80:20.”

I lay back on the towel and looked up at the silhouette of the two
women against the sky. Pearl, despite her quirks, made me happy. I could
imagine spending my life with Pearl.

Snowslide

I turned the motorcycle onto the freeway, savoring the three-
dimensional motion which riding and flying provide. As the morning
sun peered under the clouds, I crossed the Blaine border. An hour later, I
turned east onto the Cascades Highway. After a while I turned off onto
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the perpetually dark, damp, and sometimes flooded Index-Galena road. I
counted the miles until I saw the trail which led to the river. I parked in
a clearing next to a black Ford F250 pickup truck with tinted windows.
The pickup, motorcycle, and I could not be seen from the road. The
rushing sound of the Skykomish River filled the forest air.

The pickup was dwarfed by the timber platform and steel cable-
tower beside it. The tower was an inverted V two stories high. A wire
rope stretched from across the river over the tower and into the earth to
a buried anchor. I blew the motorcycle horn three times and listened to
its echo. I climbed the ladder to the platform and waited, enjoying the
view of a wedge of late snow that glimmered like icing sugar below the
mist shrouding the peaks on the north side of Snowslide Gulch.

The cable faded into the trees on the other side of the river two
hundred meters away. In autumn, the river could be crossed on foot or
by four-wheel drive, but in spring the flood from the mountain
snowmelt sometimes washed cabins away. For most of the year, the
north bank, on the other side of the river where my friend lived far from
public utilities, was supremely isolated. I loved it there.

After ten minutes, I saw the cable move. I reached up, put my hand
on it, and felt a subsonic throb. Suddenly, from the other side of the
river, a cablecar burst through the trees and accelerated toward me.

The cablecar was a plywood platform suspended by a steel frame
from two rubber-covered pulleys. It rolled under the wire like a flying
surfboard as its operator’s legs cranked bicycle pedals linked to a pulley
through a chain. The cable moaned mournfully as the cablecar
approached. The bearded, balding rider hovered over the landing at the
end of the cable and looped a chain though a pulley to prevent it from
rolling. He floated in the air, eye-to-eye with me.

“I was wondering what time you’d show up,” the man said.

“I was wondering if you’d heard me honk, Virgil,” I replied.

“You can buy your own block and harness and belay yourself over the
river when I’'m not home. Did you bring your gadget?”

I nodded, hung my pack on a hook under the cablecar, and climbed
aboard. Virgil released the brake and I held my feet away from the
spinning pedals as the cablecar rushed down the catenary curve of the
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cable to the center of the river. As we rolled to a stop, Virgil grabbed the
cable with his gloved hand, and we floated over the river, swaying five
stories above the water.

“That sound—TI love it! And what a view,” I said.

“Especially under a full moon after a snowfall.” A pair of red rubber
rafts careened around the bend and splashed down the river. Wet-suited,
helmeted rafters paddled furiously. They were astonished to see us
dangling over their heads. “Ten years ago, there was nothing here except
logging. Copper mining played out a century ago. White water used to
keep strangers away, but now it aztracts them. Damn. Let’s go!”

I put my feet on the pedals and grunted as we pushed off, and I
hauled our weight up the slope of the cable to a giant turnbuckle
anchored to an oak tree. A husky stood next to the tree, his ears pricked.

“I envy your lifestyle,” I said. “I hate apartment life.”

“Opt out. You got the brains. You just need the chutzpah and a dog.”

“I need money. You need to be rich to avoid the madding crowd.”

I jumped down and followed Virgil past a row of firewood. “I've cut
enough for two years. Jim rented a ‘dozer, and we cut logs and did lines
of coke all week. I've got 30 more logs behind the ridge.”

As we walked farther, Virgil’s two-story house crowned by a cupola
came into view. “You should have been an architect.”

Virgil laughed. “I'd go broke designing places no one could afford.”

I followed him past the house and up a steep hill to his private
reservoir. He lifted a pipe from the barrel of rocks which served as a
filter, and I drank from the clear stream gushing out. I followed Virgil
down the trail covering the penstock. The whine of the turbine and the
hum of the generator at the bottom seemed out of place in the forest.

“Check the sparking, you being so knowledgeable about molecules.
My batteries are down to 45 volts. That’s bad for my inverter.”

I cupped my hands over the commutator window and peered inside.
“That sparking looks OK to me. Get the generator specifications, and
check the spring pressure with a scale.”

Virgil nodded. I followed him past the battery room to his house.
Rhea, his wife, hugged me. He turned the Jimmy Buffet music on the
stereo up so loud that the floor vibrated. We sat down at the black
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marble dining table for lunch. Hummingbirds hovered over the feeder
outside the bay window. Rhea took a snort of cocaine and passed me the
vial.

“I tell you, Derrick—as one of the Chosen Few who I allow here—
that each year I get a little more concerned about how long we can hold
out on our fairy-tale land before aging takes its toll. On the other hand,
we might be stuck here forever, and you and I may not get to live in
Cuba, scuba diving and watching the palm trees sway.”

“You mentioned a deaf girlfriend in your letter,” said Rhea.

“Yes, a deaf country girl. You'd love her. I'd like to bring her here.”

“Derrick, I've got to tell you about a guy I know. He worked at a
college for the deaf on the East Coast before he saw God. Then he quit
and came out here to His country to live,” said Virgil.

“Was that Gallaudet College?” He’s an expert! I'd like to meet him.”

“Yes, he was an interpreter. I don’t want him here. I don’t want any
Born-Agains here. I tell you, people who've seen God can turn in their
mother. I ran into him in the store, and we talked about you. He said to
tell you this: deaf women can never love hearing men, and there is only
one reason deaf women take hearing men—to support kids, preferably
deaf kids. He said a deaf man with a good job would be Pearl’s first
choice, but few deaf men have good jobs. So you are her second choice.”

I was astonished to hear this coming from a former employee of
Gallaudet, especially when he knew nothing of Pearl except she was deaf.

“It’s true that she had a deaf husband and a deaf partner before me,
but most people prefer partners with the same background. And most
people, especially women, prefer partners who can support kids. What's
wrong with that? People in minorities may have fewer options and so
may have to make some trade-offs which people in the majority don’t
have to make.”

: “Founded in 1864, Gallaudet University, in Washington, D.C., was the first school
for the advanced education of the deaf and hard of hearing in the world and remains
the only higher education institution in which all programs and services are designed to
accommodate deaf and hard of hearing students.” —Wikipedia, Gallauder University.
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“But will they love their traded-off second choice? He said to warn
you that Pearl will never be grateful for the hearing life you will give up
for her, you will waste the effort you make to accommodate her
handicap, and you are better off sleeping with your own kind. Derrick,
that’s exactly what he said.”

Even though I didn’t share the opinion of Virgil’s friend, I should
have asked Virgil to put me in touch with him to learn why his
experience had led him to think like this. Perhaps he had been rejected
by a lovely deaf woman. Perhaps I might have learned from his mistakes.

“I'm thinking of riding with Pearl to Leo’s wedding in Tepic. That
will be our acid test. You learn a lot about your friends on a motorcycle
odyssey. Didn’t we?” I took my photos of Pearl out of my backpack and
handed them to Rhea. Rhea looked at them and passed them to Virgil.

“She looks good,” said Virgil, “and she looks happy with you. I never
liked Eugénie. She was so full of herself.”

“I should have known it was over when she handed me The Feminine
Mpystique. I was in denial for a long time.”

Virgil and I rode the cablecar across the river, climbed in his truck,
and drove half an hour to a gravel lane. The lane wound behind a bank
of trees to a two-story house. Smoke drifted from its chimney. Scraps of
vehicles littered the yard, testimony to the rural conundrum of too
much time and too little money. Virgil opened the door, and we walked
into the warm and cozy house.

A woman in flared denim pants, a blue-and-white quilted cowboy
shirt, and leather moccasins sat on the sofa smoking a cigarette and
munching potato chips while watching television. “Jim—they’re here!”
the woman, Bev, shouted. “You guys want coffee?”

We sat down at the kitchen table. Nescafé, Coffee-mate, and sugar
sat next to a chrome-plated toaster. Bev served mugs of hot water for
instant coffee. In a moment Jim, a bear of a man, pounded up the stairs
from the basement. Dust and dirt speckled his overalls. I took a metal
box with a meter and knobs out of my backpack and handed it to him.

“I built this for Virgil when he was so worried Snowslide was bugged
that he wouldn’t say any suspicious words to me when I visited. He’d
write them and burn them. I wanted to help him recover his sanity.”
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Virgil held a finger to his lips to tell me to shut up until I had finished
checking the house. Jim looked at my device and handed it back without
a word. I plugged an earphone into the detector, adjusted it, and
listened.

“Turn off the power,” I whispered.

Jim went downstairs. A minute later, the refrigerator stopped, and
the house was silent. I extended the antenna and listened to the detector.

“KING radio in Seattle. Let’s go outside,” I whispered.

While I operated the detector, we walked around the house, pigsty,
and chicken coop. I shook my head. We went in the back door and
shuffled through every room. I shook my head again. Jim took a deep
breath. We walked down the stairs to a dark and musty basement, and
Jim bolted the door behind us. The power to the house was still off.
Only a few rays of light scattered from curtained light-wells near the
ceiling. Jim turned on a flashlight. I saw piles of matting and a half-
upholstered sofa next to a workbench littered with fabric and tools. Jim
pushed aside a stack of cartons to reveal a bookcase full of foam rubber
and fabric. He pushed the bookcase aside and pushed a key into a hole in
the plywood panel behind it. A hidden door swung open. Balsamic air
floated out. Virgil and I followed Jim through the door. Jim closed it
gently. There was utter silence, as if we had entered a cave. Jim was
pointing his flashlight at my detector.

“Nothing,” I said. “There is no radio transmitter in your house.”

Jim exhaled with a sigh. “Good. I'll go turn the power on.”

He left Virgil and me in total darkness. Soon there was a thud and a
hum, and we were blinded by bluish light revealing rows of waist-high
plants running the width of the basement. A few minutes later, Jim
returned and checked a thermometer on the white-painted wall.

“One fan stays on to vent the smell to the roof. The pigsty, chicken
coop, and onion garden are only there to cover the smell.” Jim rolled a
joint while Virgil passed cocaine around. “I told my kids that the
basement disappeared, and if they don’t want their house impounded,
they don’t go downstairs! My worry is my power bill. These are
thousand-watt bulbs, and I use enough power for ten houses. The DEA
will audit power bills someday. I want to retire first, like Virgil.”
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“Do you mean the upholstery business is just a cover-up?”

“You got it—the DEA will catch me if I have a big house but no
taxable income. This is my finishing room.” Jim led us through a door
into a room about half the size of the first. “This is my growing room,
with Vita-Lites. My babies stay here three weeks before they go to the
finishing room.” Jim led us into the third, still smaller room. “I start here
from imported seeds. The seeds are legal in most countries, but not here
in the Land of the Free.” Jim closed every door and rearranged the
bookcase, cartons, and upholstery debris to cover our tracks. It felt like
Anne Frank’s attic, but it was a basement.

While I rode home, the forest air stroked my face as the headlight’s
light tunnel pushed aside the darkness between the damp pavement and
the violet sky. It had been a beautiful day, and I didn’t look forward to
going back to my desk job. Ever since my first visit to Snowslide six years
before, when Virgil lived in a cabin with kerosene lamps, I had dreamed
of living on land like Virgil’s. But first I had to save money, and saving
money had been impossible while supporting Eugénie.

I received a call at work from a man with a French accent. “This is
Human Resources Development Canada, Bernard speaking. Have you
heard of our Program for Equal Employment of the Challenged? Would
your company be interested in hiring a Challenger? A blind person?”

“Sorry, no. In a small office like ours, everyone has to do many tasks.”

“She can do transcription for you. The federal government pays for
her vision aids and for half of her wages, too. Everybody wins!”

“But only if her output is at least half of normal output.”

“How big is your office?”

“Twenty-five staff.”

“Bon! We will give you 15 Dictaphone recorders and a transcriber.
Your staff dictates, and she types. If she doesn’t stay after two months,
you have lost only one month pay.”

“But how can blind people do copy-typing? It doesn’t make sense.”

“Trust us—we are Human Resources Development Canada.”

My boss agreed to give it a try. The transcription equipment was
delivered, and the blind typist arrived. Her tools were an IBM Selectric
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typewriter, a magnifying glass, a government-provided Dictaphone
transcriber, and a bottle of white lacquer.

It is hard for people today to imagine how difficult typing was in the
days before word processors and why copy-typing was a profession. On a
typewriter, a single wrong character could be covered by a daub of white
lacquer and then corrected by retyping onto it, but, even so, it would be
obvious that a correction had been made. An error in a letter to a client
meant that the whole page had to be retyped.

We did our best to work together, but because she couldn’t see her
mistakes, the experience was as frustrating for her as it was for us. Our
blind typist managed to complete only a few pages per day. We said
farewell after a month but kept the free Dictaphones.

Jul: Pearl Hits Bull’s-Eye, Moves In

I kissed Pearl, put my .22 rifle and cartridges in the trunk of her car, and
climbed in. We drove to Jeff’s flat in the sunshine, the car windows
rolled down in the heat. Pearl introduced me to Jeff, her previous lover,
by fingerspelling. Jeff could barely fit in the undersized back seat.

“You two talk,” Pearl signed to me. “No problem for me.” We drove
off. Pearl glanced at Jeff in her rearview mirror from time to time.

“Pearl needs to concentrate on driving,” said Jeff, “not trying to
lipread me in the rearview mirror.”

“How did you meet Pearl, Jeff?”

“Her friend Jodi is my friend Gavin’s girlfriend. Pear] never has a
notepad, on principle, so I spent an evening memorizing the manual
alphabet so I could talk to Pearl while Gavin was busy with Jodi.”

“Why only fingerspelling? Why not learn some signs?”

“T only pick fights I can win. Learning to sign ASL is like learning to
play the guitar. It’s easy to do badly, hard to do well.”

“What do you do for a living?”

“Real estate—now also for deaf clients.” Jeff grinned.

“So you didn’t learn to fingerspell only for Pearl.”

“That’s true, but that’s why I started it. It’s a challenge. Try
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explaining ‘nothing could be further from the truth’ to Pearl. I used a
dictionary. I used a notepad. I used a diagram. I gave up.”

Jeff and I heard a police siren wail. Pearl saw flashing police lights in
her mirror and pulled over.

“Turn the radio up. Tune it between stations, and shut up,” said Jeff.

A policeman approached. “Your license, registration, and insurance,
please,” he said through the open window. The car radio roared static.

“I'm deaf,” Pearl signed.

The policeman looked past her to Jeff and me. “Are you deaf?”

“Deaf,” we signed, nodding.

The policeman wrote something in his notebook and showed it to
Pearl. Slowly, Pearl unlocked the glovebox and removed the papers. She
passed them to the policeman. Meanwhile, Jeff and I discussed the
weather in fingerspelling and sign language.

The policeman had written a note to tell Pearl that she was speeding,
but he would give her a warning instead of a ticket. Pearl wrote a note
promising to be more careful. After he drove away, I turned the radio
off, and we all roared with laughter.

“You were wonderful actors,” Pearl fingerspelled, laughing loudly.

“Cops give deafies a break,” said Jeff, fingerspelling as spoke. “Most
deafies are safe drivers—when you can’t hear, you keep your eyes open.”

“I never had an accident or a ticket. But deafies have to be careful
with police not to be shot reaching for a notepad because he thinks we
are reaching for a gun,” signed Pearl, as I interpreted.

“I travel with a cop. When Constable Leo and I ride our motorcycles,
they can’t give me a ticket but only give him a warning, Police love to
stop motorcycles because it’s safer than stoppinga car full of people.”

“Clever. I think you are a good fixer,” signed Pearl.

As we drove off, I stopped interpreting so Pearl could concentrate.

“It’s been a long time since I've gone shooting at a rifle range. I've got
a scoped and calibrated 30-06 hunting rifle,” said Jeff.

“Why didn’t you bring it today?” I said.

“It’s up north. My friend and I are getting set up with supplies.”

“Why up north? If disaster strikes, you're here in Vancouver.”

“My friend has access to a helicopter—that’s all ’'m saying.”
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“You're a survivalist, then?”

“Let’s just say I'll do whatever I need to do to survive,” said Jeff.

Pearl pulled into the Barnet Rifle Club parking lot. The sound of
gunfire crackled through the air. I took my rifle out of the car.

“An AR7,” said Jeff. “The US Air Force survival gun—this is a zo0l.

Jeff rented a bolt-action rifle, and all of us rented hearing protectors.
We sat at a table in the shooting gallery. With the hearing protectors on,
Jeff and I fingerspelled to each other and to Pearl, who was the only
woman on the range. We jumped from an explosion at the next table. A
shooter in a red quilted shirt had fired a hunting rifle.

“I heard that and felt that, too,” Pearl signed.

“That cartridge must have cost him two bucks,” fingerspelled Jeff.

I loaded and fired two shots at the 100-meter target, hitting it on one
side. Jeff took two shots with his rifle, missing the target completely. I
helped Pearl to hold and aim my gun. She fired and hit the target, and
when she saw the hole in it she grinned from ear to ear. She fired again
and hit a bull’s-eye. We all took turns, Pearl using both rifles.

“Let’s try the 300-meter target.” Jeff and I hit the distant target
occasionally, but Pearl hit it often. Meanwhile, the hunting rifle next to
us roared again. We turned to the shooter.

“Do you want to try this one?” the shooter signed to Pearl. Jeff and I
were astonished he could sign, but not Pearl.

“Fine,” signed Pearl.

“Hold it firmly,” he signed.

He lifted the heavy rifle into her arms. Pear] raised it, sighted the
target, and fired. The recoil knocked her shoulder back. She lay down
the weapon and checked the target through the spotting telescope.

“The center,” she signed, beaming,

“My cousin is deaf, and he’s a good shot, too,” signed the shooter.

After an hour, we ran out of ammunition. During the cease-fire, we
gathered our targets, returned the rented items, and walked outside. Jeff
handed the target with the bull’s-eye to Pearl, as a souvenir.

While Pearl drove, Jeff continued talking to me from the back seat. It
is awkward to sign while driving, so my drives with Pearl usually
included little conversation except at traffic lights.
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“Pearl’s at home on the range,” said Jeff. “Lock up your ammunition,
and don’t mess with her. She’s incredible—I hope it works out for both
of you. Listen to her dreams. Help her finish things she starts. Did you
see the crochets at her place? Did you ever see a finished one?”

“No.”

“You see? Her relationships, too. You would expect her to be tough
after what she’s been through, but she’s a sucker. Ever heard of esz?”

“Vaguely. What's esz?”

“Werner Erhard’s feel-good self-esteem factory, the biggest scam on
the planet. Pay $300 to forget your old personality, find your new self,
and set yourself free to be your own boss.”

Pearl noticed we were speaking more quietly. I turned on the radio
and tuned in a station, trying to feign disinterest in what Jeff had to say.

“Did you try to talk her out of it?”

“It didn’t work. Pearl invited me, so I saw it myself. You share your
life in four-day seminars, 14 hours at a stretch, with no bathroom breaks
or wristwatches. You listen to crap, like facts have no meaning—our
stories give facts meaning. Ride your horse in the direction he’s going. If
you keep saying it the way it is, your word is law in the universe. Sign up
for special courses! Bring your friends! Pearl is keeping it a secret
because participants swear that they will not tell anyone the contents
because that would spoil the show for others when they take the
course—and make it unlikely that anyone else would sign up. Then they
get the participants to “volunteer” to work, for free, for a corporation as
if it were a church. Pearl did. I didn’t, and they hassled me for weeks.”

I didn’t know it, but Pearl’s ongoing interest in what is today called
Large Group Awareness Training (LGAT) suggested she lacked a fully
integrated personality or suffered from depression.

Pearl dropped Jeff off and drove us to my place. When I opened my
door, the aroma of beef stew wafted out. I pointed at my slow cooker.

“This is how I welcome myself home as a single man.”

After dinner, I put my Walther box on the kitchen table. I opened it,
took the empty magazine out of the pistol, pulled the slide back to prove
it was unloaded, and handed my new toy to Pearl.

“Why do you own a gun?” she signed.
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“For shooting with Leo. I just bought it. I didn’t shoot it yet.”

“Why didn’t you bring it with us for shooting today?”

“I don’t have a permit to carry it there, so it has to stay here.”

After my beef bourguignon dinner with baguette and wine, we
continued signing in a bubble bath. It was great not to need the notepad
anymore. In bed, Pearl turned off the lights, wrapped my hands around
hers under the sheets, and formed signs. We usually left a night-light on
so we could keep chatting side-by-side with our arms above the sheets;
now it was as if we were deaf-blind except that the deaf and blind use a
manual alphabet, which is slower but is easier to read by touch. I traced
the shape of each sign in her hand with my fingers.

“Ilove you,” she signed.

Pearl loved being hugged, but she made love as if it were for the sake
of the relationship. I knew sex would never play a leading role in our
relationship, yet I still loved Pearl. Questions flowed through my mind.
What was it like to live without sound, except for a trace of useless
noise? Could I help Pearl to live better? If I devoted myself to her, would
she devote herself to me in the way that Eugénie had not?

“I miss you when you aren’t visiting,” I signed, cooking a breakfast of
huevos rancheros with tortillas and beans. “These are called refried beans.
Mexicans say that’s because they never do anything right the first time.”

“Tunderstand that joke.” Pearl smiled.

“Live with me. You can stop paying rent. I will share everything.”

Pearl hugged me. “We can be together every day.”

Even though we were in love, we had made a decision which was
more practical than romantic: it would save both of us money. We were
content to live together while leaving our options open. We didn’t
discuss the timing for starting a family or when I might divorce Eugénie
and we might marry; it was the same casual way that Eugénie and I
began living together so long ago, with no long-term plan.

“We can store your furniture in your condo until it sells. I can swap
my car for Eugénie’s bicycle that matches mine so we can cycle together.
Your car is enough for two of us, and I have the motorcycle. We can
share a bank account and credit cards. I know I can trust you.”
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“That isn’t the sign for zrust—it’s the sign for penis. Those two signs
are similar: trust-penis-trust-penis.”

I laughed. “You should never trust a penis.”

“You can teach me computer to manage our bank account.”

“Fine. How much notice do you have to give your landlord?”

“What do you mean, ‘notice?”

“You have to tell the landlord before you go—how many months?”

Pearl looked puzzled.

“Show me your lease and I will write your notice letter for you.”

Pearl kissed me. “When we reduce our costs, we can afford a vacation
together. I didn’t have a vacation for one year.”

“Do you want to ride to Leo’s wedding in September? What do you
think about a month on a motorcycle? You will need a hard ass.”

“It will be romantic. But I only get three weeks’ vacation.”

“I can leave a few days before you and return a few days after you.
You fly and meet me.” I showed Pear] my well-worn map. “I can reach
Mazatlén in four or five days. Then we’ll ride to Tepic and stay there for
two days for Leo’s wedding. From there, we can reach Guatemala in a
week.”

“I saw on TV there is a war there.”

“The war is in the jungle. Tourists on the main roads are left alone.”

I bumped my mug while signing and spilled my coffee.

“Spilling your drink is a sign of good deaf conversation.”

“Is there a sign for Guatemala?” I fingerspelled “Guatemala.”

“Not in Canada. Just fingerspell it.”

“Maybe this?” To make a sign for Guatemala, I signed the sign for
“nervous” but replaced the “N” which forms part of the sign with a “G.”

Pearl chuckled. “Good invention—easy to remember!”

“After Guatemala, we can go to Belizee We can scuba dive the
Caribbean reefs.”

“I’'ll be nervous to fly to Mexico alone. What if you aren’t there?”

“T will tell the airline you are deaf. You will get assistance. I will
phone you the night before you fly. If  don’t call, then you don’t fly.”

“You must phone me every night.”

“I can’t. I will camp in the forest when it doesn’t rain—no phone.
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Someday I want to ride all the way to South America. I hate turning
around after two weeks.”

“Don’t hate—happiness is accepting what is. I will explain my
philosophy to you when the time is right.”

Our lives changed quickly. Pear] moved in with me in August, six
months after we met. I reserved a U-Haul truck, collected cartons from
the supermarket, and bought Pearl a negligee as a welcome gift. We
measured our furniture, snipped paper models to scale, and slid the
pieces around on a floor plan to predict which piece would fit where and
which leftovers would have to be stored in her condominium.

On moving day, I collected the U-Haul truck and parked it next to
her apartment. When I rang the bell and entered, I found Pearl
distraught—angry at the world, furious with herself.

“Blender, camera, suitcase, vacuum, the pictures my sister painted, all
gone. I put them in my car last night to be ready to move today. Thieves
broke into my car. Why always 7e?” I hugged Pearl as she started to cry.
“But they dumped my diving equipment all over the parking lot.”

“Stupid thieves—those are the most expensive items, and so easy to
sell. Cheer up; we don’t need two vacuum cleaners. Get a police report
to make an insurance claim.”

Pearl pulled a folder labeled “Insurance” from a cardboard carton and
handed it to me.

“It’s expired. You filed an expired policy from your old address.”

I surprised by her naiveté, both in filling her car with valuables in an
unsecured parking lot and in letting her insurance lapse.

“I have too many problems for one lifetime.”

I handed her a key. “My home is our home. I will help you with these
things, so this will not happen again.”

It took most of the day to move her surplus furniture to her condo. I
smashed my shin on the truck’s steel loading gate while signing and
limped for the rest of the day. I set up Pearl’s TTY, telephone flasher,
doorbell flasher, caption decoder, and silent alarm clock. Pearl made the
bed, tucking the end of the sheets under the mattress and folding them
under the sides to form a perfect 45-degree angle at each corner.
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“No wrinkles. School was like this, like the army. Every day we made
our beds this way. If they were not perfect, we were punished.”

I lay down on the bed to test Pearl’s alarm clock. “A back massage
instead of a bell to wake me up. I like it. Let’s eat at the Kamei Sushi.”

As we walked to the restaurant holding hands, a panhandler crossed
our path. “Spare change?”

“We're deaf. We don’t understand,” Pearl signed.

“Ears like shit—not work,” I signed.

The beggar held out his hand, palm up. Pearl and I shrugged at each
other and walked off.

“Fucking dummies!” he shouted at our backs.

In the restaurant, I told her what he said, and we burst into laughter.

Our shared telephone line turned out to be a nuisance. I could
respond to hearing or TTY calls, but a hearing caller who called when I
was out would hear only beeping tones, and Pearl would become
annoyed picking up voice calls she couldn’t answer. She worried that
this created a security risk because hearing callers would learn she was at
home alone. The solution was a machine that would answer all calls.

It would also benefit callers because, in the 1980s, if someone called
when no one was home, the caller had to try again later; there was no
way to know that anyone had called at all. Home answering machines
were so rare that they often didn’t work because callers would hang up
rather than talk to a machine. I bought an answering machine and put
voice and TTY greetings into its outgoing cassette tape which were
played sequentially. “Please wait for the message after the tones” in my
voice was followed by “Please leave a message for Pearl” in TTY tones
followed by “I am not available to take your call right now, so please
leave me a message after the beep” in voice. A hearing caller would
ignore the tones, and a deaf caller would ignore the apparent voice. If
Pearl was home when a TTY message came in, she could see the text in
the TTY and take the call. If we had both been out and a caller had left a
message, she would play it back when she returned. A TTY message
appeared as text on the TTY, but when a voice message was played, her
TTY screen displayed a blinking light; Pear] would then put her hand

on the speaker and feel the vibration to confirm it was a voice message.

70



1984: Passion

It worked great, and Pearl was impressed. I loved to find solutions

like this for her.

Pearl, Jeff, and I took scuba diving lessons from Jeffs friend. I was
impressed by how easily Pearl mastered the theory and pencil-and-paper
calculation of the all-important decompression tables. Pearl had her own
scuba gear. I bought a few pieces for myself and rented the rest.

My face mask leaked, so our instructor suggested I shave off my
mustache for a more watertight seal. Pearl agreed, saying my mustache
made me look gay. I shaved it off for her, and I never grew one again.

During our first open water dive, in West Vancouver, we discovered
that the drysuit Pearl bought from Elizabeth was too large, so it trapped
air and she floated like a balloon. While we stood in cold, chest-high
surf, our instructor added weights to her belt while Jeff pressed the air
release valve and I hugged her to squeeze the air out of her suit. At last,
Pearl sank. The three of us submerged to join her underwater to
continue our lesson. As we swam into deeper water, the remaining air in
her suit shifted to her boots. She kicked furiously as she struggled to stay
level. The instructor gave the signal for us to surface.

When I surfaced, I saw two neoprene legs and fins pointing at the
sky. Pearl was floating upside down at her knees, her legs kicking
furiously and helplessly in the air. Jeff, the instructor, and I took the
regulators out of our mouths and howled with laughter at one of the
funniest sights I had ever seen. The three of us inverted Pearl by force so
that the surplus air moved to her shoulders, and she now floated upright.

“That’s not funny!” Pearl spat out seawater with a grin.

“Bring her up higher. Inflate her suit a bit more,” said the instructor.

I groped under the water for her inflator hose. I took the corrugated
black hose, pressed the valve open, and blew a lungful of air into her suit.

Pearl screamed. “My #i2!”

I had forgotten to start blowing air before I opened the valve, so I had
blown a spoonful of seawater into her drysuit along with the air. We all
shared contagious laughter at the farce. Pearl was a good sport.

I looked forward to every day I spent with Pearl, my life partner. It
felt like my early years with Eugénie, when being half of a couple had
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been as important to her as it was to me. I hoped our happiness would
continue forever.

Sep: Guatemala by Motorcycle

At dawn on departure day, I put on my leathers. Pearl helped me carry
my gear down to the motorcycle. I packed it, put on my helmet, started
the engine, and signed. “If you arrive in Mazatlén and I'm not there, go
to the Holiday Inn. Wait for me to arrive or call. Do you understand?”

Pearl nodded nervously. “I am happy your sister will stay with me
while you ride to Mazatlan so you can telephone me through her.”

I kissed Pearl goodbye and rode off. Two hours later, I arrived at
Virgil’s cablecar platform, blew the horn, and waited. Virgil rolled across
the cable and looked down. “Man on a mission. Just look at all this gear.”

“Join me, Virgil. Jesus, I'd love to ride with you again.”

“Never again. I'd kill myself riding too fast. Son of a bitch, man. I
can’t believe you're riding a bike to Central America.” Virgil put a
thimble-sized vial of cocaine in my hand. “Two grams. Have the ride of
your life.”

I carved a recess into my helmet padding with my pocketknife and
nestled the vial in it. I put my helmet on and started the engine. We
hugged. Riding is dangerous, and we knew each ride could be our last.

“Keep the rubber side down. Remember, bakeries, Derrick. Judge a
town by its bakery. If there’s no bakery, don’t stop. Ride on to the next
town.”

I rode off. A few minutes later, I pulled over and snorted half a capful
from the vial. It was going to be a good ride.

The third afternoon, I reached Tucson. I pulled into the EZ-Rest
Motel, checked in, and rode to U-Haul where I rented a locker to cache
my leathers, warm clothing, and camping gear. Back in the motel, I
showered off 3,000 kilometers of dirt and sweat, stretched out on the
bed, and read the instructions on the Magic Fingers bed-massage coin
box. A black-and-white television sat on a Formica table. The table’s
edges had rows of black lines where cigarette butts had smoldered. I
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removed the vial from my helmet, tapped some cocaine into a piece of
glossy magazine paper, and folded the paper into my wallet. I went for a
walk, cached the vial inside the top of a rotten fence post far from the
motel, and called home from a payphone.

“Nadine, I'm in Tucson. Tomorrow I'll be in Mexico. How is she?”

“Pearl’s fine. She’s been waiting for your call. She says she loves you.”

“Tell her I love her. The day after tomorrow, I'll be in Mazatlin
before her plane arrives. She doesn’t have to worry. Be sure she packs
and brings everything on the checklist.”

“Pearl says she has something else to bring to you.”

“It had better be tiny.”

Nadine laughed. “It’s a hug and a kiss.”

I laughed. “I won’t phone from Mexico unless there is a problem.
Thanks for helping. I hope you two had a good time together.”

“Yes, but I got writer’s cramp and decided to take a sign language—
beep!” Our connection dropped as the payphone money ran out.

I woke up before dawn, ate muesli and milk, and rode off in the chilly
morning desert air. Tucson’s lights shrank in the mirrors as the suburbs
and farms gave way to sagebrush, saguaro, and mesas, tan-colored in the
glow of daybreak. As the sun broke, I stopped by a bullet-riddled
highway sign, took the folded paper from my wallet, snorted its
contents, licked it clean, and tore it to pieces. I rode off, the twin-
cylinder boxer engine throbbing between my legs. I admired some of the
most vivid painted landscapes in the world on the way through
Calabasas to the Mexican border. I couldn’t have asked for more.

The Nogales border crossing was backed up with trucks. I split lanes,
pulled up to the checkpoint, completed the formalities, and began riding
the 1,200 kilometers of winding highway to the sticky coastal humidity
of Mazatlan. On the two-lane road with no shoulders, disaster to a
motorcyclist lurked around every corner: gravel, oil, potholes, livestock,
dogs, trucks, and ropes. Topes—speed bumps—seemed to be placed at
random, as if to dispose of surplus asphalt. Vultures perched on roadside
carrion.

On the fifth day, I reached the Gulf of California. As I passed the
Tropic of Cancer sign, I thought of the photo I had taken there three
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years before: Eugénie stood in front of that sign next to the BMW, back
when I believed that after seven years, we would be together forever.

Farther south, the road became straight, banked on both sides by
fields of September corn. There was little traffic, and it was like riding
through a slot cut through a green hedge. As I neared Mazatldn, I picked
up speed to be sure I'd be at the airport well before Pearl arrived.

I almost didn’t arrive at all.

At 4,200 kilometers from home, about 200 meters ahead of me, a cow
walked out from the cornfield and stood in the center of the road. My
tires squealed as I wrestled the motorcycle down from highway speed
and halted, my front wheel stopping just under the cow’s belly. The cow
stared at me, bellowed, and disappeared into the wall of corn on the
other side. The brakes smelled burned. My hands were trembling. If I
had seen the cow a second later, I would have smashed into it. I rode the
last 50 kilometers to Mazatlan airport at a snail’s pace, still shaking.

Pearl walked into the arrival hall. One hand carried her nylon bag with
her helmet and travel gear; the other carried the Samsonite holding our
formals for the wedding. She looked stiff, nervous, and frightened, but
when she saw me, the tension drained from her body and she drooped
like a deflated doll. We were both exhausted.

“I was so worried. Did you have problems riding here?”

“Only a crazy cow. Let’s go. Leo and Maria must be waiting.”

We walked out of the air-conditioned terminal.

“My God, it’s so hot,” signed Pearl. “The bike is filthy. Look at the
bugs on the front! The license plate is completely covered with dirt.”

I put her bag into the pannier and strapped the Samsonite onto the
rack. We put our helmets on and rode off under the scorching sun, a
300-kilometer ride to Tepic. The landscape shimmered in the withering
heat. Up a hill and around a bend, a black cloud of swirling exhaust
fumes blanketed the highway like a smokescreen. We rode through the
inky tornado, coughing, and passed the truck belching it. The sign on
the bumper said Dios permite mi regreso—God allows my return.

An hour later, we pulled into a grimy Pemex station and, after
refueling, sat down in a roadside café. A strip of speckled yellow flypaper
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spiraled down from the ceiling over each table. Outside, children pelted
a piziata with a stick. There was no TV, no air-conditioning, no Muzak.
For music, we could drop a peso into a Wurlitzer.

“Eat. I will introduce you to Mexico. This is my fifth trip.”

“Why do you like Mexico so much?”

“Adventure.” I pointed to the huevos rancheros on the menu. “Real
Mexican food. With café con leche.”

A young girl served chillied eggs, refried beans, and slices of Bimbo
bleached bread on chipped stoneware. She laid a straw basket of fresh
tortillas wrapped in cloth on the red-and-white tablecloth and returned
with two mugs of steaming milk. I opened the jar of Nescafé and
scooped a teaspoon into each mug. Pearl wiped a finger on her arm and
showed me a black fingertip. She stuck out her tongue.

I smiled. “We will be dirty every day.”

“You went far in five days.”

“They were long days, but Virgil gave me some cocaine.”

“Motorcycle riding makes me want to pee.”

I handed Pearl a waterproof bag of tissue and pointed to a door. She
came back a few minutes later and signed, “It stinks! I couldn’t sit. My
legs are tired from squatting. Mexican woman must get constipated.”

“Never! Mexican food prevents constipation.”

We laughed. All eyes in the café followed our signing as we paid the
bill and walked to the motorcycle for the final run to Tepic.

As we parked at the Hotel Fray Junipero Serra, I looked up to see
McGuire, Leo’s colleague, sitting behind a steel-grated window on the
second floor and drinking a can of Tecate beer.

“When did you get in?” I shouted.

“Yesterday! I've been to Maria’s already. They’re waiting for you. I'm
your police escort to the pre-nuptial feast. How was the road?”

“It was like potholes stuck together with a bit of asphalt.”

“Delouse yourselves, and call room 314 when you’re done. I'll try to
be drunk by then.”

Pearl and I showered off our grime and joined McGuire for the taxi
ride to Maria’s. In the taxi, McGuire drank Presidente brandy from a
bottle while I tried to record our route on a piece of paper.
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We were welcomed both as friends of the groom and as foreigners. I
interpreted between English and ASL while Maria interpreted between
Spanish and English. Between drinks of brandy, beer, and Canadian
Club, which Maria’s father thought wise to have on hand for us, there
were questions about Canada, deafness, and motorcycles. The extended
family and neighbors filled the house and spilled out onto the sidewalk.

“;Salud?” 1 toasted to Maria’s father.

“Salud, dinero, y amor,” he replied.

“Y el tiempo para gustarlos,” Maria added.

“To health, money, and love,” I said, “and the time to enjoy them.”

Pearl held up her glass. “Here, now, I have all four.”

In the morning, Leo and Maria picked us up and drove to the beach
at San Blas. We spread out a sheet, slathered on sunscreen, and lay down
on the sand in our bathing suits.

“Our favorite beach,” said Leo. “Only locals, so we’ll be left in peace.”

“At last! I hope the brakes on the highway trucks are as well
maintained as their horns,” I signed and said.

Pearl looked at McGuire’s arm. “A tattoo. You don’t look like a cop.”

“McGuire’s a good cop, but he has to wear a long-sleeve shirt around
Maria’s family,” said Leo.

“It takes one to know one,” grinned McGuire.

“It can also take two to know one,” signed Pearl.

“That idiom means that people understand people who are like
themselves,” I signed and said.

“You mean, only a deafie understands a deafie?” signed Pearl.

“T hope that’s not true.”

McGuire pulled cool bottles of Dos Equis beer from the cooler and
studied the labels. “No expiry date—we’d better test them.” He downed
a bottle in one quaff. “That one passed.”

“Let me test,” said Leo. He drank a bottle in one go. “Derrick and
Pearl, you'd guys better test some, too.”

We swam and ate our picnic lunch. Maria took Pearl’s hand and
walked with her along the shore, looking for a place they could pee.

“Too bad your wife couldn’t ride with you, McGuire,” I said.

“Someone has to care for the kids. ;Sa/ud!” He drank the last bottle.
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In the morning, we put on our formal clothes and walked to the
cathedral. Leo handed me his camera and asked me to be the wedding
photographer. He was married to Maria in Spanish on 11 September,
understanding neither the ceremony nor the documents he signed.
While walking around and taking photos, I did my best to interpret
from Spanish to ASL, providing a sideshow for all the wedding guests.

The reception was happy and drunken. Pearl, McGuire, and I sat at
the head table with the parents, maid of honor, bride, and groom. Pearl
exchanged notes with McGuire while I talked to Maria’s sister in
Spanish. The guests pinned hundred-peso notes on Leo’s and Maria’s
clothes while we danced to pop, mariachi, and Jorge Negrete music. We
had a wonderful time, but a sign behind the bar reminded us Después de
el Borracho Viene la Cruda—after the bender, the hangover comes.

Pearl and I stored the Samsonite with our formal clothes at Maria’s. In
the morning, we bade farewell and headed south. We rode along the
coast through Barra de Navidad and stopped at mid-afternoon in a small
Playa Azul beachside hotel. We began the first installment of our daily
afternoon routine of unloading, unpacking, hand laundry, cleaning
mirrors and lights, checking tires, lights, oil, and control cables, and
catching up on the events of the day.

Pearl put on her black one-piece bathing suit. We swam in the blue-
green ocean and beachcombed the quiet beach. We sat on our towels on
the sand, where a waiter brought us margaritas.

“Five hundred kilometers today. Are you still afraid?” I signed.

“Not now. This is romantic. You are wonderful to bring me. But
don’t look back—a man on the beach is watching.”

“Your radar is always scanning. Of course, he stares. He never sees
sign language. This is my kind of place, just locals and us, not like the big
resort towns.”

“Did you come here before?”

“Not this far. Eugénie and I turned around at Puerto Vallarta.”

“Do you still think about Eugénie?”

“No, but at first it was hard. Remember when you were small, and
you didn’t recognize your house when you came home from vacation? I
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felt like that when Eugénie moved out.”

“I felt like that every time I came home from boarding school.”

“I carried her stuff for her. Then I came home to start my life over
again.”

The man on the beach approached us, smiling. Pearl and I were
astonished when he started to sign.

“I don’t understand Mexican sign language,” Pearl signed.

I borrowed a pencil and paper from the waiter. The man wrote neatly
in Spanish. I translated for Pear] as best I could.

“Good afternoon. Where are you from?” he wrote in Spanish.

“Canada,” I said, startling the man, who had assumed I was deaf.

“Are you going to Mexico City?” he said in Spanish.

“Yes, in two weeks if we have time,” I said in Spanish, then signed.

“There is a deaf café in Mexico City. Everyone there understands sign
language. It’s near the Palace of Fine Arts. I recommend it.”

Pearl was very excited. “Wonderful! We will look for it.”

“Will you visit my village in the nearby bay? I invite you to come.”

“No, we can’t,” signed Pearl.

“Sorry,” I said in Spanish. “We must ride early tomorrow morning.”

The man smiled, bade us farewell, and wandered off.

“You are too adventurous. Did you see his eyes?” signed Pearl.

“I thought he was an honest fisherman. I think he was disappointed
not to have Canadians visit his home. I wanted to go.”

“If we visit, he will ask for money or steal the motorcycle. Now he
knows that the big motorcycle is ours.”

At dawn, we began our morning routine of repacking, eating huevos
rancheros, and checking the clouds. We moved quickly because a late
start meant a short day, and we had to avoid riding at night—daylight
was essential to avoid wheel-breaking potholes, animals, and cars
without headlights. The roadside crucifixes where drivers had died were
reminders of the risks we took. We knew the Mexican right-of-way:
trucks, buses, vans, cars, motorcycles, bicycles, pedestrians, and dogs.

We stayed no more than one night in each town, alternating longand
short days. The BMW attracted attention in villages as if we were a one-
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vehicle parade. Pear]l amused herself by waving to children on the side of
the road. I often heard Pearl laugh. The farther south we rode and the
smaller the village, the more attention we received.

We rode to Acapulco, where our hotel faced the famous beach. As
soon as we spread our towel on the sand, hawkers swarmed around us to
sell serapes, towels, sandals, time-share condominiums, and drugs. As
soon as one peddler was waved away, another came to take his place.

“What a difference from Playa Azul,” I signed.

“I feel like I am meat, and they are flies.” We picked up the towels
and moved farther from the hotel to avoid the hawkers.

“It doesn’t matter what we do. They bother hearies and deafies
exactly the same.”

Pearl laughed. “We are equal here. There were so many children on
the road today. My arms are tired from waving. I want to wave at every
kid who waves at me.” A breaker rolled in and knocked us backward,
and we dug our heels into the sand as the backwash tried to suck us out
to sea. “My crotch is full of sand.” She walked into the surf and rinsed
her bathing suit under the water.

Two nymphs in tangas were speaking English. I overheard the word
deaf, and I turned to them. “Where are you from?” I signed and said.

They jumped. “Oh, wow, you can talk! We thought you were deaf.
We're from Seattle. We flew in yesterday. How about you?”

“We're from Vancouver. We rode here today, but we go on
tomorrow to Guatemala, on our motorcycle.”

“You rode here on a motorcycle?” they said in unison, dumbfounded.

We wrung out our towels and walked away, chuckling. A ragged girl
followed us, begging in English, Spanish, and German. I interpreted her
requests but didn’t look back or speak. She also begged by gesture and
touched the back of our legs, and each time she touched us, we swatted
her hand away.

Pearl could take no more of being poked. She turned and signed
angrily, “What do you want?”

The little girl held out her hand, palm up, with an irresistible smile. I
put a peso coin in it. She nodded sadly at her paltry return on 15
minutes of her time, and she walked away, sure that we were both deaf.
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“You should not give money. Don’t have pity.”

“She may be beaten if she gets nothing. I paid her for a lesson in
persistence.” I kissed the back of Pearl’s neck. She shivered as an electric
shock passed through her body. “Let’s have dinner. We'll eat well here.
This is our last beach stop for a while.”

Farther south, in the state of Oaxaca, we were stopped at a military
checkpoint. “Pasaporte,” demanded an officer, supported by a dozen
soldiers in fatigues and carrying machine guns. “Documentos, por favor.”

“Momentito.” 1 parked on the shoulder. We dismounted and undid
our jeans, pulled out our money belts, and extracted our passports. We
put the belts back into our pants, and only after our pants were fastened
did I hand our passports to the officer.

He thumbed through the passports, jerked his head toward the
panniers, and asked me if we had guns. I said no. He returned our
passports, and we rode off. We stopped a few minutes later to repack.

“I was scared to be taking off my pants in front of many men,” signed
Pearl. “Their uniforms were worn and patched.”

“He did not ask for a bribe. He wanted to know if we carried guns.”

Two hours farther, there was another roadblock. We danced our
pants down—pants up revue again. “s Quantos barricadas hay?” 1 said.

“Casi cada doscientos kildmetros mas o menos basta Tapachula.”

“There will be roadblocks every two hours,” I signed, to the
astonishment of the officer. “I'll keep our passports in my shirt pocket.”

As we rode farther south, we entered a rainforest of broadleaf trees,
ferns, papayas, and bananas. The state of Chiapas seemed like another
country. As the landscape became greener and wetter, the peasants
became poorer and darker-skinned. Women with naked breasts walked
on the shoulder carrying infants in cloth slings; old women washed
clothes in streams; men carried machetes and wore pants, a shirt, and
lictle else. Men whetted machetes on concrete curbs and smoked
cigarettes. Farmers tilled fields with one or two oxen. In some places, the
road deteriorated so much that Pearl had to get off and walk at detours
while I forded steams or trundled over wooden plank bridges.

Pearl tapped my leg and reached forward to fingerspell, “Pee.” We
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rode slowly through one village after another, looking for a toilet. We
rode past open sewers, litter, and hovels. Finally, we saw a café, so I
pulled over. Pearl handed me her helmet and walked inside while I
remained seated in the heat of the sun. I watched a dog dodging traffic
with a skill that seemed to come from generations of third-world natural
selection, as if there were a gene for jaywalking.

Pearl, flustered and angry, emerged from the café. A woman’s head
peered out the door behind her. Then a man’s head poked out above it,
followed by a child’s head, which pushed through below it. Three heads,
one above the other like a totem pole, stared at Pearl as she walked back
to me. “Stupid people! I looked for a basio sign. Nothing, so I went like
this.” Pearl squatted and pointed to her crotch. “They stared at me, so
then I did this.” She pointed to her buttocks and bent forward. “They
stared at me ore. So I went like this.” Pearl pantomimed pulling down
her pants. “If they can’t understand #bat, then they are idiots. I must pee
now!” I laughed at the faces in the doorway, but Pearl had no patience
with hearing people who saw her as an amateur Marcel Marceau.

Our evaporating sweat provided a moment’s relief from the heat as
we rode to the gas station at the end of town. While I refueled, Pearl
went to the toilet behind a cinder-block fence. She ran back to the bike
shuddering and retching. “The worst! Go see the toilet! I will have
nightmares tonight!” Pearl sobbed. Pearl guarded the bike while I went
to have a look. The toilet bowl was filled to the brim with yellow worms
squirming in stinking brown feces, like a hallucination from an LSD
trip. It was difficult not to retch. I peed on the ground behind the
building and ran back to the bike. “Where did you pee?” I signed.

“I stood on that seat! In Mexico, I am going to stop drinking coffee.”

Lighter traffic in the south made riding easier, and every night we
talked about the sights we had seen.

Four days later, we arrived in Tapachula on the Guatemala border.
While we ate dinner in the hotel’s café, the wireless motorcycle alarm
sounded, so I went to investigate.

“A man was wiping the motorcycle with a rag. He wanted to earn
some money, but he triggered the alarm. I told him to stop.”

“He was testing the motorcycle alarm.”
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“That is impossible, because he didn’t know it had an alarm system.”
“Then he was testing to see ifit had an alarm system. Right?”

The morning was lost buying visas at the consulate and changing
travelers” checks into quetzales. We arrived at the frontier, where we
were issued pink cards and told to return when all four squares had been
stamped. We parked at Immigration, showed our passports, got our card
stamped, and moved on to Customs. We parked, opened our panniers,
got another stamp, and moved on to Fumigation. A man in overalls
carrying a sprayer like a flame-thrower approached us.

“He looks like a ghostbuster,” Pearl signed.

“I do 7ot want the motorcycle sprayed.” I gave a dollar to him, and he
stamped our cards without any spraying. We moved on to Police, got
our final stamp, and rode into Guatemala.

Guatemala was exquisite—green, mountainous, and misty. The
shoulder of the highway often had parades of indigenous peasants
wearing brightly colored serapes. We turned away from the coast
highway into the cool hills and continued to Quetzaltenango, elevation
2,300 meters, where we stayed in the Pension Bonifaz.

“I see you are not nervous anymore.”

Pearl shook her head. “It is peaceful here. Now we need to invent a
sign for Guatemala without ‘nervous’ in it.”

“Police states are safe for tourists, but locals get killed when they
don’t pay the bribes. The highway is good, paid for by Americans to
keep the locals happy so they don’t join the rebels. Here, your black hair
and brown eyes make you look Spanish.”

“When are you going to take photos? I want to show my friends.”

“I already have a thousand photos I never look at. You can’t capture
life with a camera—when the film is developed, life isn’t there.”

“When did you stop taking photos?”

I thought a moment. “After Eugénie left me.”

“You don’t take photos because you think I will leave someday. Show
me how to use your camera. Mine was stolen from my car.”

“A Minox is not automatic. It is difficult to use.”

“Eugénie used it on the nude beach.”
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“Eugénie read the instruction manual.”

We walked around the cobblestoned streets, where I took a photo for
Pearl. In the market, I bought machetes in carved leather scabbards for
my brother and me. We ate dinner on starched white linen in the hotel’s
dining room, our most elegant meal of the trip.

“Order anything you want,” I signed.

“I can’t read Spanish, so I'll point to the most expensive item.”

It rained in the morning, chilly yet bright. We put on all our clothing
and raingear and, while the rain grew heavier, rode to Lake Atitlan high
in the caldera of a volcano. The winding road stopped at a crumpled
mass of girders lying in a river. The bridge wreckage was guarded by
soldiers. A checkpoint preceded the detour. We dismounted, retrieved
our passports from under our raingear, and handed them to the officer.
He returned them and said, in perfect English, “You may proceed.”

We rode down a gravel track to the rocky riverbank. Pearl
dismounted and forded the river, balancing with outstretched arms like
a tightrope walker as the water poured into her boots. On the other side,
she sat on a rock, pulled off her boots, and poured out the water. I
forded the riverbed cautiously. Vapor hissed from the engine as water
splashed onto it. At mid-stream, the mufflers submerged and gurgles
replaced the exhaust beat. When I reached Pearl, I remained seated with
my feet on the ground, panting, surprised I had not crashed and wrecked
the bike. I raced the engine to dry it.

Pearl wrung streams of water from her socks. “What happened to the
bridge?”

“The rebels blew it up. We are lucky this is summer; in spring, the
river would be higher. A photo of the wrecked bridge with you and these
soldiers would be wonderful, but I don’t want to be arrested.”

“Why does the army guard the bridge affer it’s gone?”

“Maybe they were guarding it, but the rebels blew them up, too.”

We continued to Lake Atitlan, shivering in the drizzle, and stopped
at the viewpoint. “Here we turn around. This is one of the most famous
views in the world, but all we can see today is fog.”

“No photo?”
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“Of what—clouds?”

I regret not having taken more photos, but we were living in the
moment; to have taken out a camera would have cast the shadow of the
future over us. I could not explain my feeling of foreboding to Pearl.

We descended to Huchuetenango. In a motel, we peeled off our
riding gear under the yellow light of a bare bulb dangling from the
ceiling by its wires. We strung a clothesline in the room, hung our
clothes to dry, and showered in cold water. The lights went out. Pearl lit
the candles she found standing on tin can lids.

“My panties turned blue from the jeans” dye. I felt like I was sitting
on a wet diaper.”

“My toes turned brown from the boot dye. No heat means we will
have to put on wet clothes tomorrow.”

We walked around the gloomy town in our rain gear. We soon
returned and sat down in the motel café. A generator hummed outside.

I translated the menu for Pearl. “Red stew with gray sauce or gray
stew with red sauce, and everything with tortillas. Did you notice we
haven’t gone over any bridge in Guatemala? All of them were blown up.”

We returned to Mexico, riding long hours every day; we had salud,
dinero, y amor, but never enough tiempo. In Campeche, the home of B.
Traven, author of Treasure of the Sierra Madre, the shadows of the
mountains fooled me, and twilight fell before we could stop for the
night. We had to ride at night, avoiding potholes, unlit carts and trucks,
and children selling armadillos on the road. We came to a cinder-block
building with small windows and a sign: CUARTOS, indicating
available rooms, and we rode into an unpaved compound.

Dim light spilled out a door, along with laughter and tobacco smoke.
Pearl guarded the bike against curious onlookers. I took oft my helmet,
walked inside the cantina, and, in Spanish, asked for a room. The
proprietress led me to a windowless cell whose steel door opened directly
into the cantina. The door and walls were painted blue. A fluorescent
tube hung from a humming ballast transformer which hung by wires
from the ceiling. The room had a metal bed, a thin mattress, a blanket, a
sink with cold water dripping from a faucet, a shower pipe mounted on
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the wall of the room, and a drain in the floor.

“Are there towels?”

“We have no towels.”

“Where can we park the motorcycle with good security?”

“Here, inside. We will watch it for you.”

The proprietress dragged chairs aside to clear a path. I removed the
gear from the motorcycle and carried it into our room. Then, to the
amusement of the patrons, Pearl and I pushed the BMW up a step and
rolled it inside the cantina to our room door. We sat at a table by the
filthy motorcycle, now the cantina’s grand centerpiece, and ate eggs,
refried beans, and tortillas.

“The food is good, but the room stinks of piss,” Pearl signed.

“Maybe it was a prison cell. Then they moved the door lock from the
outside to the inside.”

An old woman approached us. “Buenas noches. My family has lived
here for three generations. Where are you from?” she said in Spanish.

“Ask about the bridge destroyers,” Pearl signed.

“Las guerrillas? Sometimes, they ask for a cow. If not, then this—.”
The woman drew her thumb across her throat. “Guerrillas want food
and money. Police want only money. We pay both sides, so we have no
trouble.”

We washed under a trickle of water, dried using our dirty clothes, put
on clean clothes, and slid under the blanket. The next day, we rode to
Chetumal, near the Belize border, where we found a real motel.

The following morning, we arrived at the Belize border, cleared customs
and immigration, and rode south on the Northern Highway, a dusty,
washboarded crust of a road which was unsafe at any speed due to ruts,
holes, and washouts. Anti-littering signs said Beta no Litta! in Creole.

The first town, Corozal, was somnolent, with no Latin American
bustle. People waved at our big motorcycle going slowly past the
unnecessary Go Slow! signs. In the town, I paused by a man walking
along the road. “Is this the way to Orange Walk?”

“Da turn over dere, dot’s dee best way,” he replied with a grin.

We rode an hour to Orange Walk, a town of 6,000 yet the fourth
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largest in the country. Gangly, bearded men wearing black pants,
suspenders, and white hats, with wives wearing dark dresses, black
aprons, and black hats, drove horse-carts alongside the overloaded
sugarcane trucks which lumbered through the town.

We rode south another hour and a half, passing shanties on stilts as
we reached Belize City. I went inside the white, air-conditioned,
colonial Bank of Nova Scotia building to change a traveler’s check into
Belize dollars while Pearl guarded the bike and slapped at mosquitoes.
When I returned, she was surrounded by a crowd of onlookers of every
color. She was terrified, still wearing her helmet.

“Wayoufrom?” shouted a man. “Dat be some prerty bike. Wants ¢
loan de bike ¢’ ya’ brotha’» Wants t’ loan it £’ ya’ friend? Ha ha!”

I put on my helmet. I started the engine and slowly rode through the
crowd. We rode several blocks before stopping at Moe’s Café.

“Why did you leave me alone? You should have guarded the bike
while 7 went into the bank, not left me outside by myself.”

“Because only the person who bought the traveler’s checks can cash
them. I was terrified to ride through all those people. Let’s eat.”

Tasty turtle soup cheered us up. We bought a few trinkets in a tourist
shop then rode around and looked for a place to stay. To our
astonishment, there were no vacancies except in astonishingly expensive
resorts. It took four hours to return to the Mexican border, where I
bribed the immigration officers to let us return without visas. Pearl was
impressed but seemed unnerved by how easily I did it. We returned to
the hotel we had left in the morning, to the surprise of the receptionist.

In the morning, we rode to Akumal, on the Mayan Riviera, for our
fondest memories of the trip. We snorkeled among iridescent fish
beneath the blue lagoon at Xel-Ha and rode to the Tulim pyramids on
the sea. Pearl loved the resort. For two days, we rented scuba equipment
and a Nikonos underwater camera and dived in the Caribbean, at the
Mexican end of the Belize Barrier Reef. We weren’t yet certified divers,
but paperwork wasn’t required in Mexico. The visibility was so good
that at 20 meters we could see the bottom of the boat clearly. What a
treat it was to jump from a boat into the water in T-shirts instead of
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climbing from the shore over rocks in wetsuits. And, with no gloves,
underwater conversation was easy—diving was an activity where most
hearies were handicapped because they could not converse at all.

Pearl saw a shell under sediment on the seabed and picked it up.

“Ididn’t see it. That shell is huge,” I signed.

“Hearies look, but they do not see.”

The divemaster took a flotation balloon from her vest, put the
football-sized shell in its net, and filled the balloon with air. It went up
like an elevator. Conservation had not yet come to Mexico, and the dive
shops were stripping their diving sites bare. I handed the Nikonos to the
divemaster, who took our portrait. When we surfaced, the balloon was
bobbing on the waves. The motorboat collected us and then the balloon.

“We get the meat and you get the shell,” said the divemaster. “If we
don’t take him out, he’ll stink when he dies.”

“How do you get him out?” Pearl signed.

“We drill a small hole, put the shell in hot water, and push him out.”

The next morning, we retrieved the shell from the dive shop. Pearl
was proud of her gorgeous conch. We carried her two-kilogram prize on
the motorcycle to Mazatlén, from where she took it home on the plane.

Our morning happiness didn’t last. The highway soon became one
construction site after another, where trucks and buses peppered us with
gravel bullets. I ducked behind the bug-splattered windshield each time
a truck passed, while Pearl pressed her face into my back. We slowed to
avoid damage to the motorcycle and to ourselves.

Because of the construction delays, that evening we found ourselves
doing the unthinkable: riding a Mexican highway at night, in the rain,
and in crosswinds. Then, to add to the drama, the low-beam headlight
burned out. I switched on the high-beam and tilted the headlight down.
With the single beam, it was difficult to see the potholes, toads, turtles,
roadkill, horse-drawn wagons, and unlit cars, but whenever I slowed
down, the semi-trailers roared up behind us and careened past, spraying
dirty water over our goggles and making it even harder to see. If I tilted
the beam up so I could see farther, the oncoming drivers retaliated by
switching on their high-beams, too, reducing our vision even more.

Pearl held on tightly. By sharing these adventures, we felt closer than
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ever before. We arrived in Mérida wet, filthy, and trembling from total
fatigue. We stopped at the first hotel we could find.

At dawn, the wireless motorcycle alarm went off. I rushed downstairs
and found children sitting on the motorcycle. They watched me as I
replaced the headlight bulb with a spare from the toolkit.

Pearl and I walked around the city, dodging the shoeshine boys who
wouldn’t leave us in peace until we relented and parted with a few pesos;
now, our tired boots looked almost new. In the market, Pearl bought a
serape and I bought a handmade, felt-lined leather pistol holster.

We rode to the ruins of Chichén Itz4, then to the ruins of Palenque.
After two more days of riding, we descended the mountains into Mexico
City, in search of the deaf café the Playa Azul stranger had mentioned. I
wanted to bypass the world’s second-largest city (second only to Tokyo
at that time) on a heavily-loaded motorcycle, but Pearl insisted we ride
into it to look for the café even though we had no address or name for it.

It was a terrifying ride: the thick traffic of third-world cars was racing
at 130 km/h, with every car trying to pass every other car. The smell of
burning trash stung our eyes and noses as we sank into the brown haze
of the city. We rode past hovels and crawled through smoky traftic in
the sweltering heat, running red lights along with the traffic. As we
stood in gridlocked traffic, we fended off street urchins who tried to sell
us one lit cigarette or tried to wipe the windshield with a dirty rag.

We rode around Constitution Plaza and the National Palace for an
hour, searching the side streets for the deaf café. We stopped at shops.
We stopped at the tourist office. No one knew of a deaf café. Finally, I
audaciously parked the BMW right in front of the Palace of Fine Arts.

“There is no deaf café.”

Pearl knew I had done my best. “Thank you for trying.”

“Do you want to see the Folklore Ballet? Right here. It is famous.”

“Yes. I like to watch dancing because I can see the music.”

We were lucky to get tickets for the next show. Pearl was floating on
air when we emerged two hours later. “I never saw anything like that
show. The costumes and the building are beautiful.”

“This is where I met my pen-pal, a tourist from Madrid.”

“You never saw her again?”
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“No. We write. She likes to correct my Spanish.”

A few days later, we reached Tepic, retrieved our cache, rode 300 km
to Mazatldn, and repacked. At the airport, Pearl checked in and signed,
“We did it.”

She flew home, hand-carrying her conch. I continued north,
watching mirages float over the superheated asphalt. An hour later, I
had a flat tire. We had been lucky; if the puncture had happened that
morning, Pearl could have missed her flight. Sweat dripped from my
forehead onto the tire as I repaired it.

A jetliner passed overhead, and I wondered what Pearl was thinking
about her first motorcycle trip, her first trip to a non-English-speaking
country, and her first trip with a hearing man. We had done it with no
GPS, only paper maps; no cellphones, only phone booths; no ATMs,
only traveler’s checks; no Internet, only the People’s Guide to Mexico and
the South American Handbook.” Pear] had been brave.

I spent four days riding 4,000 km home, passing through Tucson to
buy tires and retrieve my cache. Virgil’s cocaine lasted until I reached the
Canadian border. The 15,000 km ride had taken just over a month.

Oct: Cocaine, My Life Is Fulfilled

Pearl and I were a couple with a joint bank account. Condominium life
settled into a sweet routine of short commutes, long evenings, self-
improvement classes, restaurant dining, watching subtitled films,
reading, and paying off the credit card balance which had ballooned
during our long trip. Pearl’s conch was proudly displayed in our living
room. We had our Palenque photo enlarged and framed.

We finished our open water diving course, but our instructor refused
to certify Jeff and me because, unlike Pearl, we were not good swimmers.

“In 1984, Mexico was still in the South American Handbook, In 1990, it moved into a
new Mexico and Central America Handbook. In 1994, it joined the North America Free
Trade Agreement. It moved from South to Central to North America in just four years.
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Then Virgil visited and, to our surprise, he solved that problem for us.

“So this is Pearl,” Virgil said, almost shouting as he came in the door
in his Eddie Bauer jacket. “You're as lovely as Derrick said you were.”

Pearl pointed to her ear.

“She’s deaf. I already told you that.”

Pearl smiled. “Derrick told me you are crazy.”

“No, worse,” Virgil laughed. “If I were crazy, that might explain the
things I do.”

“Our motorcycle trip was my best. My ass got sore, but I didn’t get
tired. It was always interesting,”

After Pearl made Red Zinger tea, Virgil took a tasseled leather pouch
out of his pocket. He opened it, slid out a mirror, and handed it to Pearl,
who thought it was a makeup kit and looked at herself in the mirror.
Virgil pulled out a guilloché silver tube, a mesh screen, a razor blade, and
avial. Pearl arranged the paraphernalia in a row.

“What is this?”

“Cocaine. Have you tried it?”

“No. I smoked pot. I can try some for the experience.”

“Put the screen over the mirror. Tap a pinch of powder out of the vial
onto the screen. Rub it through with the bottom of the vial.”

Virgil arranged the powder into six lines with the blade and slid the
mirror across the table to Pearl, who slid it to me. I picked up the tube,
snorted a line in each nostril, and slid it back to Pearl. Pearl copied my
actions and snorted twice. Virgil snorted the other two lines.

“Better living through chemistry. Direct from Bogot4, uncut. You
can’t get this retail.”

“Julian and I picked magic mushrooms,” I signed and said.

“I did LSD just after it became illegal, in 1968,” said Virgil.

“Did you try LSD?” signed Pearl, looking at me.

“Once, with Eugénie. Incredible, also for sex.”

“You shared many experiences with her.”

I changed the topic. “We didn’t have any problems on our trip other
than a gas station that tried to charge me for more gas than the tank
could hold, blown-up bridges, and a Mexican border bribe.”

“I'm mad at Derrick for not taking more pictures. Always rushing!
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Never enough time.”

“Because not enough money to have more time.”

“Then I'll arrange for you to buy half a kilo for $20,000 the next time
you ride south. I'll sell it for $35,000 and we’ll split the profit.”

My jaw dropped. “You’re kidding!”

Virgil grinned. “Yes, I'm kidding, I never mix money and friendship.”

“We did some diving at Akumal. We're not certified, but they don’t
care in Mexico. Our instructor refused to certify me because I can’t
swim ten laps. That’s not a requirement, but he thinks he is the guardian
of Atlantis. We finished his course but didn’t get certificates.”

“Then T'll certify you. I need a few students every year to keep my
instructor certification, so this helps us all. You give me the fee, and T’ll
mail you the forms. You’ll get your certificates by mail. My name will be
on them as a memento of the dives we never made.”

This was how Pearl and I came to be certified divers, with NAUI
training but with PADI certificates. Pearl seemed intimidated by how
casily I got things done.

We climbed into Virgil’s red Mercedes-Benz 280SL convertible and
drove to a Thai restaurant, with the top down in the chilly autumn air.

“Derrick showed me photos of your property. Are you and your wife
lonely?”

“Never! We cut our own wood and heat our own house. We dam our
own creck and make our own power. We make our own mistakes, and
we make a lot of love. Someday we will grow too old, so the time is now.”

“You don’t grow your own food,” I signed and said.

“I'm lazy, and the land is infertile. Snowslide is our playground. We
have a river on one side, the forest on three sides, and the stars above.”

“Their summer solstice parties are wonderful. Live bluegrass music,
grilled ‘poached’ venison—shot by poachers—and two dozen people
drinking beer and smoking pot. Remote and private.”

“A thousand feet of wire rope keeps the taxman away. Property tax is
God’s way of ensuring no one owns too much land. We got everything
we need and nothing we don’t need—Derrick checked with his
detector.” Virgil got up and went to the bathroom.

“What did he mean—‘you checked with your detector?””
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“Virgil was becoming paranoid that the police had hidden a
microphone in his house, so I made a radio detector to find out. Then
He brought me to his friend’s place to check his house, too.”

“Why was his friend worried about the police?”

“Because he is a marijuana farmer.”

“You have some strange friends.”

“They make my world larger. I like to visit them, but sleep safely at
home.”

Virgil returned. “If you want to live a country life, youll have to move
while you're young, or you’ll be stuck in the city for ever.”

“What about money?” Pearl signed. “How to live without a job?”

“Derrick works for a bank. If he borrows enough, the loan will be the
bank’s problem, not his. How far can a bear walk into the forest?”

“Halfway,” signed Pearl. “I know that joke.”

“Yes, but how far is halfway? Just 20 miles! That’s the farthest you
can live from a road in the USA. You two are lucky to live in Canada.”

Virgil passed the vial to Pearl under the table, and she went with it to
the bathroom. When she returned, Virgil pointed at her nose. She wiped
the white powder from her nostrils and wiggled her head with a smile.

While I huddled in the bus shelter in the autumn rain, wearing a suit
and overcoat, a woman tapped my elbow. She offered me a wallet-sized
card with a jade-colored plastic talisman hanging from a key chain. The
manual alphabet was printed on the card.

“Are you deaf?” I signed.

“Yes,” she signed, surprised.

“Why are you selling this?”

“I have no job.”

“Where are you from?”

“Toronto.”

“How long have you been in Vancouver?”

“Three months. Why can you sign?”

“Because my girlfriend is deaf.”

When I came home, for a joke, I opened the door, turned the light
off and on, and stood in the hall as we had done at Elizabeth’s. I heard a
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click as Pearl locked the door. I unlocked it and walked in.

Pearl was furious. “Why did you do that?”

“A joke, of course. Don’t deafies make jokes?”

“Never do that again! How can I know if a man is hiding here? Put a
viewer in your door. A chain is not enough.”

“Sure. My joke was useful: you discovered my door has no viewer.”

While we ate dinner, I told Pearl about my bus-stop conversation.

“She should not sell those sign-language cards. She is begging. It
makes hearies look down on deafies. Vancouver deafies hate it when
Toronto deafies come here and sell those cards. If we see her, we will
take her cards away, but if a man is selling them, we will hurt him. If you
see her, tell her what I said.”

Again, Pearl had talked about violence toward men, but this time
toward deaf men.

I gave Pearl the newspaper. “Read this. A man without arms wears his
watch on his leg. He uses his feet to write, vacuum his house, and play
the trombone.”

Pearl read the article, slowly sliding her finger down the column.

“Of course he hates to be called handicapped. It’s normal that people
stare when he eats with his feet, but it is wrong to stare at ASL when
deafies use a different language than English.”

“He visits schools to teach kids not to stare at handicapped people.
Do deafies visit schools to teach kids not to stare at ASL?”

“No, but Sesame Street sometimes shows ASL.”

“Then write to the newspaper so hearies can hear a deaf story, too.”

“Good, a challenge for me. Then you check my English.”

That evening, Pearl wrote slowly and carefully, thinking about every
word. She gave her draft to me. I only changed one word: fullyfilled to

fulfilled. Her letter was published on 29 November 1984.

Editor, Vancouver Sun, Siv:

The Starers Have Real Problem

I have been deaf since | was borm, so | read with great interest the
article on your Sunday Kids Point page headlined ‘Better Armed
than People Think’, which was devoted to letters from pupils at a
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Burmaby school who had been paid a visit by armless Alvin Law,
who works for the Abilities Council.

One of the children who wrote pointed out that Law dislikes
the words crippled, handicapped, and disabled. | agree with him
that it is not he but the people who stare at him who have a
problem.

During my childhood | thought normal people had no problem
because they easily communicated with others. By the time | was
20 | realized that many of them had a problem worse than mine!

All of my life | have been able to use sign language to
communicate with deafies, so to me it is the ‘normal’ people who
keep staring at us who have the real problem.

[ am no different from normal people except | don’t use my
ears and voice to communicate. | can speak words—they sound
muddy, but they are clear enough, | think.

It is the people who stare at me when | use a pen and paper to
write to them or when [ speak slowly to them who obviously have
a problem, not me. My life is fulfilled.

Pearl

Pearl and I visited Snowslide. Snowslide rekindled happy childhood
memories, when she escaped the dormitory of the Alberta School for the
Deaf and visited her uncle’s ranch by the Rocky Mountains, about four
hours away. Virgil and Rhea seemed to have the best of all worlds:
education, savings, and a private life in a beautiful setting. We wanted a
lifestyle like that for ourselves, but first we had to earn it.

Dec: Engaged, The End of the World

I was smitten by Pearl. I loved her and wanted nothing in return. Instead
of saving money for the future, I bought her a diamond ring and invited
her to A Kettle of Fish, the best seafood restaurant in town, to give it to
her.

“Do you know why we’re here?” I signed, after the waiter poured
Canadian champagne. “Four reasons.”

“Christmas?”

“That’s one.”
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“Birthday? This is my first birthday since we met.”

“That’s two.”

“To have dinner and talk about the year?” She blew a kiss. “Much has
happened. Moving in, riding to Guatemala, diving lessons, signing, and
so on. It has been a wonderful year. I love my feelings.”

“Yes, the third reason.”

“When my feelings are strong, I dream.”

“Dream about what?”

“A family, of course. I'm a woman. What do you dream about?”

“A house with land, of course. ’'m a man.”

“A family needs a house, and a house needs a family.”

“I think so, too. I am happy your condo sold. That will stop your cash
bleeding. But I can’t sell my condo. It’s worth less than its mortgage
now, but it would be easy to rent. We might afford a house if we control
money and if it is old or far away.”

“Yes. My condo was far away, so I read on the bus. No problem.”

“I calculated how much we can afford: about $100,000.”

“Land is important for kids to grow up with a garden and animals.”

“Maybe our parents could help us with a down payment.”

“No. Mother refused to help when I bought my condo because her
first down payment went to my husband when we divorced.”

“You are the sweetest and most interesting woman I ever met.”

“Also among hearing women?”

“Yes. I wonder what you would be today if you were hearing.”

“Maybe a doctor.”

“Yes. I love your mind and the rest, too. Do you think we are a pair?”

Pearl nodded. “We are living happily. I believe the man must be here,
and the woman must be here.” She held both hands face down, one
above the other, and moved them slowly in horizontal circles to show
hierarchy. “This doesn’t work.” She held her hands at the same level and
tapped them together to show conflict. “I want to be with you.”

I gave her a little black box. “Then you will need this.”

Pearl opened it. “A ring!” Her eyes were wide.

“Tryiton.”

Pearl put the ring on her finger, past her chewed-off fingernails. “It
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